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MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE.

THE OLD MANSE.
The Author makes the Reader acquainted with his Abode

Brrweex two tall gateposts of rougbhewn stone (the
gate itself having fallen from its hinges at some unknown
epoch) we beheld the grey fiont of the old parsonage,
_ terminating the vista of an avenue of black ash fiees
It was now a twelvemonth smce the funeial procession of
the venerable clergyman, its last inhabitant, had twined
from that gateway towaids the willage burying ground.
The wheel track leading to the door, as well as the
whole breadth of the avenue, was almost oveigrown
with grass, affording dainty mouthfuls to two or three
vagiant cows, and an old white horse, who had his own
living to pick up along the roadside. The glimmering
shadows that lay half asleep between the door of the
" house and the public highway, were a kind of spiritual
medium, seen throngh which the edifice had not quite
the aspect of belonging to the matemal world. Cer-
tainly it had httle in common with those ordinary
abodes which stand so imminent upon the 10ad that
every passer-by ean thrust lus head, as it were, into the
domestic cncle TFiom these quiet windows the figmes
of passing fiavellers looked too remote and dim to disturb
the sense of privacy. In its near 1etirement and acces-
sible seclusion 1t was the very spot for the 1esidence of a
clergyman—a man not estianged fiom human hfe, yet
enveloped, m the midst of it, with a veil woven of inter-
mingled gloom and buightness It was worthy to have
heen one of the time-honoured parsonages of England, in
which, thiough many generations, a succession of holy
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oceupants pass from youth to age and hequeath ench my
whentance of sanctity to petsade the Douse and hover
over 1t ag with an atinosphere,

Nor, m trath, had the Ol Manse ever been profaned
by a lay occupant wntil that memorable swmmer ofter-
noon when I entered 1% as my home, A priest had built
it 3 a puest had succeeded to 1t 3 other priestly men from
time to time bad dwelt i and cluldien bon m ity
chambers had giown up to assume the priestly chaacter.
It was awful to 1eflect how many sermons wust hise been
wiiften there. The latest inhabitant alone~he by whose
translation fo paradise the dwelling vwas left vacunt—had
penned nearly thice thousand discouwtzes, besides the
better, if not the greater, number that gnshed Ining friom
lis lips  Mow often, no doubt, had he paced to and fro
along the avenue, attunmy s meditations to the sizhy
and gentle mmmuars and deep and solemn peals of the
wind among the lofty tops of the tiees ! In that vamety
of natwmal utterances he could find something accordant
with every passago of his setmon, werc 1t of tenderness
o 1overential fem. The boughs over my head <eumneld
shadowy with solemu thoughts as well as with 1nsthing
leaves T took shame to myself for having been so long
a wiiter of idle stories, and ventured to hope that wisdom
would descend upon me with the falling leaves of the
avenue, and that J should hight upon an itellectual trea-
sute 1 the Old Manse well worth those homds of ong-
hidden gold which people seck for w mossziown houses,
Profound treatises of mmahity , a layman's unprofes-
sonal, and therefore wnprejudiced views of religion ;
Instortes (such as Baneroft mught have wiitten had he
taken up his abode here as he once purposed) ijght
with pctute, gleaming over a depth of plulosophic
thought— these were the words that might fitly have
floved fiom such a 1etnement  In the humblest event,
I resolved at least fo achieve a novel that should evolve
some deep lesson, and should possess physical substance
enough to stand alone

In furtherance of my design, and as if to leave me no
pretext for not fulfillimg 1t, theie was i the 1ear of the
house the most dehghtful lsttle nook of a study thut

-
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‘ever afforded its snug becluqon to a scholar. It was
hete that Emerson wrote Nature ; for he was then an
inhabitant of the Manse, and used to watch the Assyrian
dawn and Paphian sunset and moonrise from the sumnut
of our eastern Jull.  When I first saw the 100m its walls
were blackened with the smoke of unnumbered years,
-and made still blacker by the grim punts of Puritan
muusters that hung aiound  These worthies looked
stiangely hike bad angels, or at least like men who had~
wrestled so continually and so steinly with the dewil
that somewhat of his sooty fierceness had been imparted
to ther own visages They had all vamished now; a
cheerful cont of pamnt and golden-tinted paper hangings
lizhted up the small apartment, while the shadow of a
willow tice that swept agamst the overhanging eaves
attempered the cheery westein sunshine. In phce of
the gum prints there was the sneet and lovely head of
one of Raphael's Madonnas, and two pleasant httle
prctures of the Lake of Como The only other decora-
tions were o puiple vase of floweis, always fresh, and a
bronze onme contammmng graceful feins My books (few,
and by no means choice, for they weie chiefly such
waifs as chance had thrown m my way) stood n order
about the 100m, seldom to be disturbed.

The study had three windows, set with little, old-
fashioned panes of glass, each with a ciack across it.
The two on the westein side looked, or 1ather peeped, *
between the willow branches, down into the orchard,
with glimpses of the river thhough the frecs  ‘The thnd,

- facing northwaid, commanded a bioader view of the
rivel, at & spot where its Intheito obscure waters gleam
forth mnto the hight of listory. It was at thus window
that the clergyman who then dwelt i the Manse stood
watching the outbieak of a long and deadly shinggle
between two nations . he saw the nregular array of his
paslionels on the faither side of the tiver, and the
ghtteung lme of the Butish on the ther bank. He

\.mted, m an agony of suspense, the rattle of the
mwsketty It came, and there needed but o gentle
wind to sweep the battle <moke around this quiet house,

Perbaps the reader, whom 1 cannot help considermyg

L
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as my guest m the Old Manse and entitled to all com
tesy i the way of sightshowmng—perhaps he will choose
to take a nearct view of the memorable spot. We stand
now on the uver’s lumk It may well be called the
Concord—the river of peace and quuetness; for ib 18
certainly the most unexcitable and sluggish sticam that
ever loitered mmperceptibly towards its ctermty—the sea.
Positively I had lived three weeks beside 1t before it
grew quite clear to my perception which way the current
flowed It never has a vivaclous aspect except when a
north-western breeze 1s vexing 1its suface on a sunshiny
day. From the imcmable mdolence of its natuie, the
stream 18 happily imcapable of becoming the slave of
human mgenuity, as 1s-the fate of so many a wild, free
mountamn torrent. While all things else are compelled
to subserve some useful puipose, 1t 1dles 1ts sluggish hfe
away 1 lazy hiberty, without tuinmg a solitary spindle
or affordig even water power enough to giind the corn
that grows upon 1ts banks. The torpor of its movement
allows 1t nowhere a bright, pebbly shoie, nor so much as
a narrow strip of ghstening sand, m any pait of its
comse. It slumbers between broad pranies, kissmng the
long meadow grass, and bathes the overthanging boughs of
elder bushes and willows, or the 10ots of elms and ash
trees and clumps of maples Flags and 1ushes giow
along 1ts plashy shore ; the yellow water-lily spreads its
broad, flat leaves on the maigin ; and the fragrant white
pond-hily abounds, generally selecting a position just so
far fiom the 11ver’s brmk that 1t cannot be grasped save
at the hazard of plunging

It 18 2 maivel whence this peifect flower detives its
Jovelness and peifume, sprmging as it does fiom the
black mud over which the 11ver sleeps, and where luk
the shmy eel, and speckled fiog, and the mud tuitle,
whom contimual washing cannot cleanse Tt 1s the very
same black mud out of which the yellow lily sucks its
obscene hife and noisome odour. Thus we see, too, m the
world that some persons assimilate only what 18 ugly and
evil from the same moial cncumstances which supply
good and beautiful iesults~—the fragrance of celestial
foweis—to the daily Iife of others.

-
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The reader must not, from any testimony of mme,
contract a dislike towards our slumbeious stieam. In
the light of a calm and golden sunset 1t becomes lovely
beyond expiession; the more lovely for the quietude
that so well accords with the how, when even the wind,
after blustermg all day long, usually hushes itself to
rest Each tiee and 1ock, and every blade of giass, is
distinctly mmaged, and, however unsightly in reality,
assumes ideal besuty m the ieflection  The minutest
things of eaith, and the broad aspect of the firmament,
are pictuied equally without effort and with the same
felicity of success All the sky glows downward at our
feet , the rich clouds float thiough the umufiled bosom
of the stream like heavenly thoughts thiough a peaceful
heart We will not, then, malign our 11ver as gross and
mpuite while 1t can glonfy iuself with so adequate a
picture of the heaven that broods above 1t; or, if we
remember its tawny hue and the muddiness of its bed,
let it be a symbol that the earthliest human soul has an
infimte spiutual capacity, and may contam~the better
world withm its depths But, indeed, the same lesson
might be diawn out of any mud puddle mm the sticets
of a aity , and, being taught us everywhere, 1t must be
true -

Come, we have pursued a somewhat devious tiack in
omr walk to the battle ground Here we are, at the pomt
wheie the 1iver was crossed by the old biuidge, the pos-
session of which was the immediate object of the contest,
On the hither side grow two o1 thiee elms, throwmng a
wide circumnference of shade, but which must have been
planted at some period within the thieescoie years and ten
that have passed smce the battle day. On the farther
shoie, overthung by a clump of elder bushes, we discern the
stone abutment of the bridge Looking down into the
1iver, I once discovered some heavy fragments of the tim-
bets, all green with half a century’s growth of water moss,
for duning that length of time the tramp of hoises and
human footsteps have ceased along this ancient highway.,
The stieam has here about the breadth of twenty strokes
of a swimmer’s aum—a space not too wide when the
bullets were whistling acioss Old people who dwell
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retreated , the Ameiicans were in pusuit, and the late
scene of s‘mfe was thus deseited by both parties Two
soldiers lay on the gronnd—one was a corpse, but, asg
the young New Englander drew mgh, the other Briton
raised himself panfully upon his hands and knees and
gave a ghastly stare mto Ins face. The boy—it must
have been a necivous mmpulse, without purpose, without
thought, and betokenmng a sensitive and impiessible
nature 1ather than 2 hardened one—+the boy uphfted his
axe and dealt the wounded soldxer a ficrce and fatal blow
upon the head

I could wish that the giave mught be opened, for T
would fan know whether either of the skeleton soldiers
has the mark of an axe_in lus skull The story comes
home to me hke truth Oftentimes, as an mtellectual
and moial exercise, I have sought to follow that poor
youth thiough lis subsequent caieer and observe how his
soul was tortured by the blood stain, contracted as 1t had
been before the long custom of war had i10bbed human
Iife of 1ts sanctity and while 1t still seemed murderous to -
slay a brother man This one cucumstance has borme
mote fimt for me than all that lustory tells us of the
fight

. Many strangers “come m the summer time to view the
battle giound. For my own pait, I have never found my
mnfrnntxon much excited by this o1 any other scene of ,
histowic celebrity , nor would the plaud maigin of the
11ver have lost any of its chaim for me had men mever
fought and died there Thete 18 a wilder interest m the
tiact of land—perhaps a hundied yards m bieath—which
catends between the battle field and the noithein face of
our Old Manse, with 1its contiguous avenne and oichard
Here, mm some unknown age, before the white man came,
stood an Indian village, convenient to the 11vei, whence
its inhabitants must have drawn so large a part of then -
substance  The site 18 1dentified by the ¢ spear and arLow-
heads, the chisels, and other nnplements of war, labour, _
and the chase, which the plough twius up fiom the soil. -
You see a splmtel of stoue, half hidden beneath a sod ;

1t looks like nothing worthy of note ; but if you have
“farth enough to pick 1t up, behold a1che! Thoreau, who

.
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has a strange faculty of finding what the Indians have
left behind them, first set me on the scarch ; and I after-
wards enriched myself with some very peifect specimens,
so rudely wrought that it seemed almost as 1f chance bad
fashioned them  Their gieat chaim consists in this rude-
ness and 1n the individuahty of each article, so different
fiom the productions of crvilized machmery, which shapes
every thing on one pattertn There 18 exquisite debght,
too, m picking up for one’s sclf an amowhead that was
dropped centuiies ago and has never been handled since,
and which we thus 1eceive directly fiom the hand of the
red hunter, who purposed to shoot 1t at lus game or at an
cnemy. Such an wcident builds up agam the Indian
village and its encncling forest, and recalls to life the
pamted chiefs and warriors, the squaws at the house-
hold to1l, and the children sporting among the wigwams,
while the Iittle wind rocked pappoose swings from the
branch of a tree. It can hardly be told whether 1t 1s a
Joy or apam, after such a momentary vision, to gaze
around mn the bioad dayhght of 1eality and see stone
fences, white houses, potato fields, and men doggedly
hoemg m their shirt sleeves and home-spun pantaloons,
But this 1s nonsense. The Old Manse 1s better than a
thousand wigwams.

The Old Manse! We had almost forgotten it, but will
return thither through the orchmid  This was set out by
the last clergyman, i the dechine of his life, when the
neighbomrs laughed at the hoary-headed man for planting
tiees fiom which he could have no prospect of gathermg
fruit.  Tven had that been the case, there was only so
much the better motive for plantmg them, in the puze
and unselfish hope of benefiting his suecessors—an end so
seldom achieved by more ambitious efforts But the old
mnstel, before 1eaching his patiiaichal age of ninety, ate
the apples fiom tlus orchmd dunng many yems, and
added silver and gold to hus annual stipend by disposmg
of the superfluity It is pleasant to think of lim walking
among the trees m the quiet afternoons of early autumn
and picking up here and there 4 windfall, whie he
obsery CES how heavily the bianches are weighed down, and
comput isthc number of empty flom banels that will he
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filled Ly then burden He loved cach tiee, doubtless, as
if it had been his own child. An orchard has a relation
to mankind, and 1eadily connects itself with matteis of
the heart The tiees possess a domestic chaiacter ; they
have lost the wild nature of their forest kindied, and
have grown humanized by 1eceiving the care of man as
well as by contubuting to his wants. There 15 50 much
individuality of character, too, among apple trees that 1t
gives them an additional claim to be the objects of human
interest - One 1s haish and crabbed in 1ts manifestations;
another gives us fruit asmild as charity  One is churlish
and iliberal, evidently grudging the few apples that it
bears ; another exhausts itself in freehearted benevolence
The varety of giotesque shapes mto which apple trees
contort themselves has its effect on those who get
acquaunted with them , they streteh out their crooked
branches, and take such hold of the imagination that we
remember them as humorists and odd fellows And what
1s more melancholy than the old apple trees that linger
about the spot where once stood a homestead, but where
there 18 now only a ruined chimney 11s1ng out of a grassy
and weedgiown cellar? They offer their fruit to every
wayfarer—apples that are bitter sweet with the moral of
Time’s vicissitude

I have met with no other such pleasant trouble m the
world as that of findmg myself, with only the two or,
three mouths which 1t was my privilege to feed, the sole
mbhetritor of the old clergyman’s wealth of fruits Thiough-
out the summer there weie cheriies and currants, and
then came autumn, with his 1mmense burden of apples,
dropping them continually fiem his overladen shouldeis
as he trudged along. In the stillest afternoon, if I
Iistened, the thump of a great apple was audible, falling
without a breath of wind, fiom the mere necessity of
perfect 1peness, And, besides, there weie pear trees,
that flung down bushels upon bushels of heavy pears;
and peach trees, which, m a good year, tormented me
with peaches, neither to be eaten nor kept, nor, without
. labow and peiplexity, to be given away The 1dea of an
infinite generosity and exhaustless “bounty on the part of
our Mother Nature wos well woith obtaining thiough
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such cares ag these. That feching can be enjoycd m per-
fection only Ly the natives of summer 1slands where the
bread fimt, the cocon, the palm and the orange giow
spontancously and hold forth the ever-ready meal ; but
hkewise almost as well by a man long halituated to city
life, who plunges mto such a solitude as that of the Old
Manse, whete he plucks the fimt of tiees that he did not
plant, and which theiefore, to my heterodoy taste, bear
the closest resemblance to those that grew in Eden, It
has been an apothegm these five thousand jears, that
toil sweetens the bread 1t ecarns  For my part (speaking
fiom hard esperience, acquired while belabourmg the

rugged furzows of Brook Iarm), I rehish best the free
" pifts of Providence

Not that 1t can be disputed that the light toil requisite
to cultivate a moderately-sized garden imparts such zest
to katchen vegetables as is never found in those of the
market gardener Childless men, 1f they would know
somethmg of the bliss of patermity, should plant a seed—
be 1t squash, bean, Indian coin, or perhaps a mere flower
or worthless weed—shonld plant 1t with thewr own hands,
and nwse 1t from infancy to maturity altogether by their
own cate. If there be not too many of them, each in-
dividual plant becomes an object of sepurate inteiest.
My garden, thab shuted the avenue of the Manse, was of
precisely the 1ight extent  An hour or two of morning
labour was all that 1t 1equued ; but I used to visit and
1evisit 1t a dozen times a day, and stand in deep contem-
plation over my vegetable progeny with a love that no-
body could shate o1 concerve of who had never taken part
m the process of creation It was one of the most be-
‘watehing sights m the world to obseise a hill of beans
thiysting aside™the sotl, o1 a row of carly peas just peep-
mg \forth sufficiently to tiace o Ime of delicate green
Laterym the scason the humming buds were attiacted by
the blyssoms of a pecubar vaiiety of bean; and they weie
a joy to me, those httle spiritual visitants, for deigning to
sip any food out of my nectar cups Multitudes of bees
used to Mury ‘themselves m the yellow blossoms of the
summer squashes Tlis, too, was a deep satisfaction;
although, \\\\"hcn they bad laden themselves with sweets,

Y
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they flew away to some unknown hive, which would give
back nothing m 1cquital of what my garden had contri-
buted But I was glad thus to fling a benefaction upon

*the passing breeze with the certainty that somebody must
profit by it, and that there would be a little more honey
m the world to allay the sourness and bitteiness which
mankind 1s always compluning of.  Yes, mdeed; my life
way the sweeter for that boney.

Speaking of summer squashes, I must say a woid of
then beaubful and vated forms. They piesented an
endless diversity of uing and vases, shallow or deep, scal-
loped or plan, moulded in patterns which a sculptor
would do well to copy, smee Art has never invented any-
thing more graceful A hundred squashes m the gniden
wete worthy, mm my cyes at least, of bemg rendered m-
destiuetible m mable  If ever Providence (but I know
1t never will) should assign me a superfluity of gold, pait
of 1t shall be expended for a seivice of plate, or most
deheate porcelam, to be wrought into the shapes of
summer squashes gathered from vines which I will plant
withmy ownhands  As dishes for containing vegetables,
they would be peculiatly appropriate

But not merely the gqueamish love of the heautiful
was gratified by my toil 1 the katchen garden There
was o hearty enjoyment, hkewise, m observing the growth
of the ciook-neched winter squashes, fiom the fiist little
bulb, with the withered blossom adhering to it, until they
lay stiewn upon the soil, big, round fellows, uding their
heads beneath the leaves, but turning up therr great
yellow 1otundities to the noontide sun  Gazing at them, T
felt that by my agency something worth hiving for hid
been done A new substance wag boin into the world
They were rcal and tangible existences, which the mind
coulil seize hold of and rgjoree m. A cabbage, too—
especially the emily Duteh cabbage, which swells to a
monstious cnenmference, until its ambitious heart often
bursts asunder—is a matter to be proud of when we can
chum a shate with the earth and sky in poducing 1t
Dut, after all; the hagest pleasure s reserved until these
vepetable cluldien of ours are smoling on the table, and
we, lihe Saturn, make a meal of them

.
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sighs 1 a particular corner of the parlour, and sometines
1ustled paper, as 1f he were tuinmg over a seimon m the
long upper ent1y—wheie nevertheless he was invisible,
spite of the bright moonshine that fell thiough the eastern
window  Not improbably he wished me to edit and
publish a selection fiom a chest full of manuscupt dis-
courses that stood m the ganot Onece, while Hillard
and other fuiends sat talking with us m the twilight, theie
came a rustling noise as of a mimster’s silk gown, sweep-
mg through the very mudst of the company, so closcly as
almost to biush against the chans  Still there was
nothing vistble A yet stianger busmess was that of a
ghostly servant-maid, who used to be hemd m the kitchen
at deepest midnight, grmding coffee, cooking. 1onmng—
performing, i short, all kinds of domestic labour—
although no traces of anything accomplished could be
detected the next morming  Some neglected duty of her
servitude—some 1ll-stmrched muusterial band—distuibed
the poor damsel n her grave and kept her at work with-
out any wages

But to 1etuin from this digression. A part of my pre-
decessor’s Iibrary was stored m the garret—no unfit 1e-
ceptacle mdeed for such dicmy tiash as comprised the
greater number of volumes The old books would have
been worth nothing at an auction In this venerable
gantet, however, they possessed an mterest, qute apart
from their hterary value, as herwrlooms, many of which
had been transmutted down thnough a series of conseciated
hands from the days of the mughty Puritan divines
Autogiaphs of famous names weie to be scen in faded ink
on some of then flyleaves, and there wete margmal ob-
servations o1 inteipolated pages closely coveied with
manuscript m illegtble shorthand, perbaps concealme
matter of profound tiuth and wisdom The woild will
never be the better for 1t A few of the hooks were
Latin folios, written by Catholic authois; others de-
molished Papistiy, as with a sledge hammer, m plam
English A dissextation on the book of Job—which only
Job himself could have had patience to read—flled at
least a score of small, thickset quaitos, at the rate of two

\(\)‘1 thiee volumes to a chapter Then there was a vast
\

z\
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folio body of divimty—too corpulent 2 body, it might be
feared, to compiehend the spiritual element of 1ehgion
Volumes of this foom dated back two hundied years or
more, and were generally bound i black leather, exlhibit-
ing precisely such an appearance as we should attiibute
to books of enchantment Others equally antique weie
of a size proper to be cartied m thelarge waistcoat pockets
of old times—diminutive, but as black as thewr bulkier
biethren, and abundantly inteifused with Greek and
Latm quotations These hittle old volumes impiessed me
as 1f they had been mtended for very laige ones, but had
been unfortunately blighted at an ealy stage of their
grow th,

The 1a1n pattered upon the roof. and the sky gloomed
through the dusty gauet windows while I burrowed
among these venerable books m seaich of any living
thought which should bwin like a coal of firte or giow
Iike an mextinguishable gem beneath the dead trumpery
that had long hidden 1t But T found no such treasure R
all was dead alike ; and T could not but muse deeply
and wonderngly upon the humiliating fact that the
works of man’s mtellect decay like those of hus hands
Thotight grows mouldy. What was good and nourish-
mg food for the spnits of one generation affords no sus-
tenance for the next. Books of religion, however, cannot
be considered a fair test of the endwing and vivacious
properties of human thought, because such books so
seldom really touch upon theiwr ostensible subject, and
have, theiefore, so hitle busimmess to be written at all.
So long as an unlettered soul can attain to saving grace,
theie would seem to be no deadly etror m holdm« theo-
logical ibiaties to be accumulations of, for the most palt
stupendous mmpettinence

Many of the books had accrued m the latter years of
the last cleigyman’s lifetime These threatened to be
of even less interest than the elder works a century
hence to any cmious mquirer who should then 1ummage
them as I was domg now. Volumes of the Iabeial
Pireacher and Chmstian Examiner, occasional seimons,
controversial pamphlets, tracts, and othes productions of
a like fugitive nature, took the place of the thick and
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heavy volumes of pust time. In a physieal point of
view, there was much the <ame difference as between a
feather and o lump of lead ; but, mtelleetaully reyurded,
the specific grasity of old and new wns abont upon a
pat.  Both nlso wae athe fugid.  The eldar bouks
nevertheless scemed to have been earnostly wriften, and
mught be concened to have possessed wannth atb sone
former period ; although, with the Japse of tume, the
Leated masses had cooled down even to the freering
pomt.  The fngidity of the modern productions, on the
other hand, was characteristic and mherent, and evi-
dently had hitle to do with the writer’s quulities of mind
and bemt  In fine, of ts whole dusty heap of hterntmie
1 tossed aside all the sacied pat, and felt myself noune
the less a Chustian for eschewmuz it There appented no
hope of either mounting to the better world on a Gothiy
starcase of ancient folios, or of flymg thither on the winss
of & modein tiact. .
Nothing, strange to say, retamed any sap except what
had been wntten for the passmg day and year without
the 1emotest pretension or iden of peimwmence, Thee
were a few old newspapers, and still older alman«cs,
which 1eproduced to my mental eye the epochs when
they had 1ssued fiom the press with a distinetue-s that
was altogether unaccountable. It was asif 1 had found
bits of magic looking glass among the books with the
mages of a vanished century m them I twned my
eyes towards the tatteed pictmie aboyve mentioned, and
asked of the austere divine whetefore it wus that he and
his Dbrethren, after the most pamnful 1ummaging and
groping into their minds, had been able to produce
‘nothing half so 1cal as these newspaper sciibblers and
falmanac malkers had thiown off m the effersescence of a
moment. The portiait 1esponded not, so 1 sought an
apswer for myself Tt 15 the age itself that waites news-
papers and almanacs, which therefore have n distinet
purjpose and meanmg at the time, and a hmd of iu-
tellymble trath for all times, whetens most other works
—beiug wiitten by men who, m the veiy act, set them-
selves yapmt hom then age—ae likely to possess hittle

significance when new, and none at all when old.
N

\
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Genwus, indeed, melts many ages mto one, and thus
effects something peimanent, yet still with a similanty
of office to that of the more ephemeral writer A work
of genius 15 but the newspaper of a centuiy, or perchance
of a hundred centuiies

Lightly as I have spoken of these old books, there yet
lingers with me =& superstitious teverence for literature
of all kinds A bound volume has a chaim in my eyes
similar to what sciaps of manusciipt possess for the good
Mussulman He mmagines that those wind-wafted ie-
cords are pethaps hallowed by some sacred veise, and I,
that every new book or antique one may contain the
“open sesame "—the spell to disclose tieasures hidden
m some unsuspected cave of Truth. Thus 1t was not
without sadness that I twined away from the libiary of
the Old Manse.

Blessed was the snushine when it came agamn at the
close of another stormy day, beaming from the edge of
the western horizon ; while the massive firmament of
clouds thiew down all the gloom 1t could, but served

" only to kindle the golden light mto a more builliant glow
by the stiongly contiasted shadows Heaven smiled at
the earth, so long unseen, fiom beneath its heavy eyeld.
To-moirow for the hill tops and the wood paths

Or 1t mught be that Ellery Chavning came up the
avenue to join me m a fishing, excursion on the river.
Strange and happy times were those when we cast aside
all nksome forms and stiaitlaced habitudes, and de-
livered ourselves up to the fiee air, to live like the
Indians or any less conventional 1ace durmg one bright
semicirele of the sun. Rowing our boat aganst the
curient, between wide meadows, we turned aside into
the Assabeth A more lovely stieam than this, for a
mile above 1ts junction with the Concord, has never
flowed on carth—nowhere, indeed, except to lave the
mterror 1egions of a poet’s imagination It 1s sheltered
fiom the breeze by woods and a hillside, so that else-
where there might be a hurricane, and here scarcely a
ripple across fhe shaded water  The cwrrent lingers
along so gently that the mere force of the boatman’s will
seems sufficient to piopel his craft agamst it. It comes
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flowng softly tirough the mdmost privacy and deepest
heart of a wood which whispeis it to be quiet , while the
stieam whispers back agan fiom 1ts sedgy borders, as if
1iver and wood wete hushing one another to sleep  Yes;
the 11ver sleeps along its cowse, and dreams of the sky
and of the clustermg foliage, amd which fall showers of
broken sunhght, impaiting specks of vivid chee: fulness,
m contrast with the quiet depth of the prevailing tint,
Of all this scene, the slumbeimng river has a dicam
pictwze m 1ts bosom Which, after all, was the most
1eal—the picture, or the original I—the objects palpable
to our giosser senses, or then apotheosis m the stream
beneath 7 Suiely the disembodied images stand 1 closer
relation to the soul. But both the onginal and the 1e-
flection had heie an ideal charm; and, had 1t been a
thought moie wild, I could have fancied that this river
had strayed forth out of the 1ich scenery of my com-
panion’s inner world; only the vegetation along 1ts
banks should then have had an Oriental character.
Gentle and unobfiusive as the 1iver 1s, yet the tran-
quil woods seem haidly satisfied to allow 1t passage
The t1ees are rooted on the very verge of the water, and
dip their pendent bianches into 1t At one spot there s
a lofty bank, on the slope of which giow some hemlocks,
declining actoss the stieam with outstietched arms, as 1f
1esolute o take the plunge In other places the banks
are almost on a level with the water, so that the quuet
congregation of trees set then feet in the flood, and aie
fimged with foliage down to the swiface  Cardmal
floweis kindle their spiral flames and illuminate the dark
nooks among the shiubbery. The pond-hly giows
abundantly along the magin—that delicious flower,
which, as Thoreau tells me, opens 1ts vugin bosom to the
first sunlight, and perfects 1ts bemg thiough the magio
of that gemal kiss  He has beheld beds of them unfold-
mg 1m due succession as the sumise stole gradually fiom
flower to flower—a sight not to be hoped for unless when
a poet adjusts Ius wmward eye to a proper focus with the
outward organ. Grape vines heie and theie twme them-
selves around shrub and tiee, and hang their clusters
over the water within ieach of the boatman’s hand.
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Oftentimes they unite two tiees of alien 1ace mm an mes-
tricable twine, mariymg the hemlock and the maple
aganst their will, and enriching them -with a purple off-
spring of which neither is the paient One of these
ambitious parasites has chimbed 1nto the upper branches
of a tall, white pine, and 1s still ascending from bongh
to bough, unsatisfied till 1t shall crown the tree’s airy
summit with o wieath of 1ts broad folinge and a cluster
of its grapes

* The wmding course of the stream continually shut out
the scene behind us and revealed as calm and lovely a
one before, We ghded fiom depth to depth, and
breathed new scclusion at every turn The shy king-
fisher flew from the withered branch close at hand to
another at a distance, uttering a shull ery of anger o
alarm Ducks that had been floating there since the -
preceding eve were startled at our approach, and
skimmed along the glassy 1iver, breaking its dark sur-
face with a bught stieak. The pickerel leaped from
among the hlypads The tuitle, sunning itself upon a
rock or at the root of a tree, slid suddenly into the water
with a plunge The paunted Indian who paddled his
canoe along the Assabeth three hundred years ago could
hardly have seen a wilder gentleness displayed upon its
banks and reflected m luis bosom than we did Nor
could the same Indian bave prepared Ins noontide meal
with more simplicity. We drew up our skiff at some
point where the overaiching shade formed a natural
bower, and theie kindled a fiie with the pine cones and
decayed bianches that lay stiewn plentifully around.
Soon the smoke ascended among the trees, impregnated
with a savowy mecense, not heavy, dull, and surfeiting,
like the stieam of cookery within doors, but spughtly
and piquant. The smell of om feast was akin to the
woodland odows with which it mingled there was no
sacrilege committed by our mtiusion there : the sacred
sohitude was hospitable, and gianted us fice leave to
cook and cat m the 1ecess that was at once our kitchen
and banguetmg hall It 1s stiange what humble offices
may be perfoimed m a beantiful scene without destioy-
ing its poetriy, Our firg, 1ed gleaming among the tiecs,

k
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and we beside 1t, busied with culmary rites and spreading
out our meal on a mossgrown log, all scemed 1 unicon
with the niver gliding by, and the fobage rustling over
u¢  And, what was strangest, neither did our mnth
seem to disturb the proprety of the rolemn woods;
although the hobgoblins of the old wilderness, and the
“will-o™the-wisps that ghmmered m the maishy places,
might have come tripping to share owr table-talk, and
bave added then shrill langhter to om merriment, It
was the very spot in which to utter the extremest non-
gense or the profouadest wisdom, or that ethereal product
of the mmnd which partakes of both, and may become one
or the other, m correspondence with the futh and msght
of the auditor,

So, amid sunshime and shadow, 1ustling leaves and
sighing wateis, up gushel our talk like the babble of a
fountam The evaneseent spray was Ellery’s , and his, too,
the lumps of golden thought that lay ghmmering m the
fountain’s bed, and brightened both omr faces by the
1eflection. Could he have drawn out that virgin gold,
and stamped 1t with the mint mark that alone gives cut-
rency, the world might have had the profit, and he the
fame. My mind was the richer merely by the knowledge
that 1t was there. DBut the chief profit of those wild
days,.to him and me, lay, not in any definite 1dea, not in
any angular or rounded truth, which we dug out of the
shapeless mass of problematical stuff, but in the ficedom
which we thereby won from all custom aund convention-
alism and fettering nfluences of man on man., We weie .
80 free to-day that 1t was impossible to be slaves again
to-morrow. When we crossed the thieshold of the house
or tiod the thronged pavements of a city, still the leaves
of the trecs that overhang the Assabeth weie whispering
to us, “Be free be fiee!” Theiefore along that shady
nver bank there are spots, marked with a heap of ashes
and half-consumed brands, only less sacred in my remem-
brance than the hearth of a household fire.

And yet how sweet, as we floated homeward adown the
golden, river at sunset—how sweet was 1t to retwin
withinthe system of human society, not as to a dungeon
and a gham, but as to a stately edifice, whenee we



THE OLD MANSE 23

could go forth at will mto statelier simphaty! How
gently, too, did the sight of the Old Manse, best
seen fiom the niver, overshadowed with 1its willow and
all environed about with the foliage of 1ts orchaird and
avenue—how gently did 1its grey, homely aspect 1ebuke
the speculative extravagances of the day ! It had giown
sacred m connection with the artificial hife agamst which
we wmveighed , 1t had been a home for many yeas m
spite of all ; 1t was my home too ; and with these thoughts,
it seemed to me that all the artifice and conventionahsm
of Iife was but an 1mpalpable thinness upon 1its suiface,
and that the depth below was none the worse for it Once,
as we tuined our boat to the bank, theie was a cJoud,
m the shape of an immensely gigantic figmie of ahound,
couched above the house, as f keeping guaid over 1t
Gazing at thus symbol, I prayed that the upper mfluences
might long protect the mstitutions that had grown out of
the heart of mankind

If ever my readers should decide to give up civilized
Iife, cities, houses, and whatever moral oo maternial cnor-
mities m addition to these the perverted ingenuity of om
race has contrived, let 1t.be 1n the eaily autumn. Then
Nature 'will love him better than at any other season, and
will take him to her hosom with a more motherly tender-
ness I could scarcely endure the roof of the old house
above me in those fiist antumnal days How early mn the
summer, too, the prophecy of autumn comes'! ITailier m
some years than others; sometimes even in the first
weeks of July. Theie 18 no other feeling like what 1s
caused by this famt, doubtfnl, yet real perception—if 1t
be not rather o foreboding—of the year’s decay, so
blessedly sweet and sad 1n the same bireath

Did I say that there was no feeling ke 1t? Ah, but
there 18 a halfacknowledged .nelancholy like to this
when we stand m the peifected vigour of our life, and
feel that Time has now given us all ns flowers, and that
the next work of his never idle fingers must be to steal
them oune by one away.

I have forgotten whether the song of the ericket he not
as caily a tohen of antumn’s approach as any other—that
song which may be called an audible stillness , for though

L
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very loud and hem afai, yet the mind does not take
note of 1t as a sound, so completely 1s its mdividual exist-
ence merged among the accompanymng characteristics of
the season Alas for the pleasant summer time! In
August the grass 1s still verdant on the hills and i the
valleys ; the foliage of the trees 15 ag dense as ever and
as green , the flowers gleam forth m richer abundance.
along the margim of the 11ver and by the stone walls and
decp among the woods , the dayy, too, ate as fervid now
as they were a month ago, and yetn every bieath of
wind and 1 every beam of sunshine we hear the whis-
pered faresell and behold the partmng smile of a dea
friend  There 1s a coolness amd all the heat, a midness
m the blazing noon. Not a breeze can stir but 1t thulls
us with the breath of autumn. A pensive glory 18 seen
in the far, golden gleams, among the shadows of the trees.
The flowers—even the bughtest of them, and they are
the most gorgeous of the year—have this gentle sadness
wedded to thewr pomp, and typify the character of the
delicious time cach withi itself  The biulhant cardinal
flower has never seemed gay to me
Still later m the season Nature's tcnderness waxes
stronger. It is impossible not to be fond of our mother
now , for she 1850 fond of us! At other periods she does
not make this impression on me, o1 only at ra1e mtervals,
but m those gemial days of autumn, when she has per
fected her harvests and aceomplished every needful thing
that was given her to do, then she overflows with a
blessed superfluity of love  She has leisure to caress her
childien now It is good to be alive and at such times.
Thank Heaven for bieath—jyes, for mere bieath-—when 1t
1s made up of & heavenly biceze like this! It comes with
a 1eal kiss upon our cheeks , 1t would linger fondly around
us 1f 16 might ; but, since 1t must be gone, 1t embraces us
v.1th 1ts whole kindly heart, and passes onwnaid to embiace
hikewsse the next thmg that 1t meets A blessing 15 flung
abroad, and scattered far and wide over the earth, to be
gathered up by all who choose I rechmne upon the still
unwithered giass, and whisper to myself, “0, peifect
day ! O, beautiful world ! O, beneficent God!” And
1t 15 the promise of a blessed cteimity ; for om Creator
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would never have made such lovely days, and have given
us the deep hearts to enjoy them, above and beyond all
thought, unless we were meant to be immortal. This
sunshine 1s the golden pledge thereof It beams through
the gates of paradise and shows us glimpses far inwaid

By-and-by, m a httle time, the outwmd world puts
on a diemr austerity. On some October moining theie
18 o heavy hoaifrost on the grass and along the tfops
of the fences; and at suniise the leaves fall fiom the
trees of our avenue without a breath of wind, quietly
descending by their own weight  All summer long they
have murmured like the noise of waters, they have romred
loudly while the bianches were wrestling with the
thunder gust, they have made music both glad and
solemn ; they have attuned my thoughts by thewr quiet
sound as I paced to and fio beneath the aich of inter-
mingling boughs. Now they can only rustle under my
feet Henceforth the giey parsonage begins to assume
a larger mmpoitance, and diaws to 1ts fiteside—for the
abomination of the air-tight stove 1s 1eserved #ill wmtiy
weather—draws closer and closex to 1ts fireside the
vagrant impulses that had gone wandering about thiough
the summer

When summer was dead and buried, the Old Manse
became as lonely as o hermitage Not that ever—im my
time at least—it had been thronged with company , but, -
at no 1ae mterval§, we welcomed some friend out of the
dusty glaie and tumult of the world, and 1ejoiced to share
with him the tiansparent obscunty that was floating over
us  In oneiespect our precinets were hike the Enchanted
Giound thiough which the pilgim tiravelled on his way
to the Celestial City The guests, each and all, felt a
slumberous mfluence upon them, they fell asleep m
chans, or took a more deliberate siesta on the sofa, or
were seen stietched upon the shadows of the oichard,
looking up dreamuly through the. boughs They could
not have paid a more acceptable compliment to my abede
nor to-my own qualities as a host 1 held 1t as a proof -
that they left then cares behind them as they passed
between the stone gate-posts at the entrance of our
avenue, and that the so poweiful opiate was the abun-
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dance of peace and guiet within and all aound us
Othets could give them pleasure and amusement or m
stiuction—tihese cnuld be picked up any where ; but 1t
was for me to give them rest—rest in a hife of trouble.
What better could be done for those weary and world-
worn spirtts +—for him whose career of peipetual action
wag impeded and harassed by the 1arest of his powers and
the 1ichest of hus acquuements ¥—for anoither who had
thrown lis ardent heart from ecarliest youth into the
stusfe of politics, and now, perchance, began to suspect
that one hifetime is too briet for the accomphshment of
any lofty aimf—for her on whose femmme nature had
been mmposed the heavy gift of mtellectual power, such
as a stiong man mught have staggered under, and with
1t the necessity to act upon the world +—m a word, not to
multiply instances, what better could be done for any-
body who came withmn owr magie circle than to throw the
spell of a tranqul spuit over him% And when 1t had
wrought its full effect, then we dismissed him, with but
misty 1emmiscences, as if he had been dicammg of us.
Were 1 to adopt a pet idea, as so many people do, and
fondle 1t 1 my embiaces to the exvelusion of all othas, it
would be, that the great want which menkind labonrs
under at this present period 13 sleep  The wold shounld
1echine ifs vast head on the first convenient pillow and
take an age-long nap. Tt has gone dishacted through a
morthid activity, and, while preternatmally wide awake,
1s nevertheless tormented by visions that seem real to 1t
now, but would assume then tiue aspect and character
were all things once set 1ight by an mterval of sound
repose  This 1s the only method of getting 11d of old
delusions and avoiding new ones; of regenerating our
race, so that it mght m due time awake asg an infant out
. of dewy slumber , of 1estoring to us the simple perception
of what 18 night and the single-hearted desire to achieve
1t, both of which have long been lost m consequence of
this weary activity of bram and torpor or passion of the
heart that now afilict the umiverse  Stimulants, the only
mode of trcatm(‘>\nt hitherto attempted, cannot quell the
disease , they do\bnt heighten the delirium
Let not the abo\ \e paragraph ever be quoted against the

\
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author , fo1, though tinctured with 1ts modicum of tiuth,
1t 15 the 1esult and expression of what he knew, while he
was writing, to be but a distorted suvey of the state and
prospects of mankind  Thete were cncumstances around
me which made 1t dafficult to view the woild pirecisely as
1t exists , for, severe and sober as was the Old Manse, 1t

was necessary to go but a httle way beyond 1ts thieshold

beforc meeting with stranger moral shapes of men than
might have been encountered elsewhere m a cncwit of a
thousand muiles

These hobgoblins of flesh and blood were attiacted
thither by the wide-spreading mfluence of a great origmal
thinker who had his eaithly abode at the opposite ex-
tremity of owr village. His mmd aeted upon other
minds of a certam constitution with wonderful magnetisi,
and diew many men upon long pilgrimages to speak with
him face to face Young wisionmiies—to whom just so
much of msight had been imparted as to make Iife all a
labyrnth around them—came to seck the clue that
ghonld gmde them ont of their selfinvolved bewilder-
ment  Greyheaded theonists—whose systems, at fiist am,
had finally mmprisoned them m an iron fiamework—
tiavelled pamfully to his doo1, not to ask delnerance,
but to imvite ithe free spmit mnto therr own thaldom
People that had lighted on a new thought, or a thought
that they fancied new, came to Jimeison, as the finder of
a ghttermg gem hastens to a lapidary, to ascertain its
quality and value Unceifam, troubled, earnest wan-
dercrs through the midmght of the moial world beheld
lus intellectual fire as a beacon buining on a il top, and,
climbing the difficult ascent, looked foith mto the sui-
rounding obscunity mors hopefully than lutheito  The
hight 1evealed objects unseen before—mountams, gleammg
Inkes, glunpses of a oreation among the chaos, but also,
a8 was unavordable, 1t attiacted bats and owls and the
whole host of mght birds, which flapped their dusky
wings agamnst the gazer’s eyes, and sometimes weie mis-
taken for fowls of angelic feather. Such delusions always
hover nigh whenever a beacon fire of truth 1s kindled

For mysclf, there had been epochs of my Iife when I,
too, mught have asked of this prophet the master word

?
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thought, that has been flowmg fiom my pen, compared
with the broad tide of dim emotions, ideas, and associations
which swell atound me fiom that portion of my existence!
How little have 1 told! and of that little, how almost
nothing 18 even tmectured with any guality that makes 1t
exclusively my own! Has the reader gone wandering,
hand m hand with me, through the mner passages of my
bemng? and have we groped together mto all 1ts chambers
and exammed their treasures or their 1abbish? Not so
We have been standimg on the gieen sward, but just
within the cavern’s mouth, where the common sunshune
18 fiee o penetiate, and where every footstep is therefore
fice to come. I have appealed to no sentument or sensi-
bilities save such as aie diffused among us all  So far as
1 am a man of really individual attuibutes I veil my face,
nor am I, nor have I ever been, one of those supiemely
hinspitable people who set ve up thewr own heatts, delicately
fiied, with biain saunce, as a tit-bit for their beloved public,
Glaneing back over what T have wuitten, 1t scems but
the scattered 1eminiscences of a smgle summer. 1In
fanyland thete 1s no measurement of time ; and m a spot
so sheltered fiom the turmoil of life’s ocean, thiee years
hastened away with a noiseless flight, as the breczy sun-
shine chases the cloud shadows acioss the depths of o still
valley Now came hints, growing moie and more distinct,
that the owner of the old house was pming for his native
an  Carpenters next appemed, making a tiemendous
1acket among the outbuildmgs, strewing the green grass
with pime shavings and claps of chestnut joists, and vexing
the whole antiquity of the place with theii diseoidant
lenovations  Soon, moieotvel, they divested our abode of
the veil of woodbme which had ciept over a large portion
of 1ts southern face  All the ancient mosses weie clemed
unspaimgly away  and theie weie houible whispers
about brushing up the external walls with a coat of punt
—a puipose as httle to my taste as nught be that of
wouging the venerable cheeks of one’s grandmother  But
the hand that 1euovates 1s always more sacrilegious than
that wlich destioys  In fine, we gathered up our hounse-
hold goods, diank a farewell cup of tea m om pleasant
httle breahfast 10em—delicately fiagiant tea, an un-
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putchasable luxury, one of the many angel srits that had
fallen hike dew upon us—and pacsed forth betacen the
tall stone gateposts ns uncert dn a¢ the wandermg Arabs
where our tent might nest be pitched  Providence
took me by the hand, and—an oddhity of dispen=ation
vwhich, I trast, there 1s no nreverence m smihimg at—hag
led me, as the newspapers announce winle 1 am writing,
fiom the Qld Mans: into & custom-houxe  As a story
teller, T have often contrived siranze viassitudes for ny
imagmary personazes, but none hke this

The wreasure of tellectual gold which 1 hoped to find
in our «ecluded dweclling had ncver come to Jight  No
profound treatise of cthics, no philosophic histms, no
novel even, that could stind unsupported on its edzes.
All that I had 2 show, as a mn of letiers, were those
few tales and essays, w.ich had blossomed out lile floners
i the ¢ilin summer of my heart and mmd  Save editing
{an easy tash) the journal of my fricnd of many Feus,
the African Cruiser, I had done nothing clse With these
idie weeds and witherng blossoms I have mtermived zome
that were produced long ago—uld, faded things, remindng
me of flowers pressed between the leaves of a book—and
now offer the bougnet, such as it 15, to any whom it may
please. These fitful sketches, with o hittle of external
life about thern, yet claimng no mofundity of puipose—
so 1eserved, even while they <ometimes seem so frank—
often but balf 1n earnest and ncver, even when most sn,
expressing satisfactouly the thonghts which they profe-z
to image—such tnfles, T traly feel, afford no sobid bLasis
for & literary reputation  Nevertheless, the public—if
my limited number of 1eaders whom I venture to 1cgard
1ather as a circle of fuieads, may be termed a public—will
recerve them the more kindly, asthe last offering, the last
collection of tins nature winch 1t 15 my purpnse ever to
put forth, Unless 1 could do better, T have done encurh
mn this kind. For myself the book will alvays retan
one charm—as remmdmg me of the river, with its delizht-
ful sohitudes, and of the avenue, the garden, and the
orchard, and especially the dear Old Manse, with the
Iittle study on its westein side, and the sunshine glimmer-
g through the willow bianches while T wiote
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Let the reader, 1f he will do me so much honour, 1m-
agme Inmself my guest,"and that, having seen whatever
may be worthy of notice within and about the Old Mause,
he has finally been ushered into my study. There, aftex
seating him 1n an antique elbow chair, an heirloom of the
house, I take forth a 10ll of manuseript and entreat his
attention to the followmg tales—an act of personal -
hospitality, however, which I never was gulty of, nor
ever will be, even to my worst enemy.
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Ix the latter part of the Inst centmy there lived a man
of science, an eminent proficient m every branch of
natuwral philosophy, who not long befote onr story opens
had made eaperience of a spmitual aflimty more at-
tractive than any chemical one  IHe had left his
Inboratory to the care of an assistant, cleared his fine
countenance fiom the fuinace smoke, washed the stam
of acids fiom his fingers, and persunded a beautiful
woman to become s wife. In those days, when the
comparatively recent discovery of electrieity and other
kindired mysteries of Nature scemed to open paths mnto
the region of mmnacles, it was not unusual for the love of
science to 1val the love of woman in its depth and
absortbing encigy  The higher mteliect, the imagmation,
the spuit, and even the heart mught all find thewr con-
gemal aliment 1 pursuits whieh, as some of their avdent
votaites believed, would ascend fiom one step of power-
ful mtelligence to another, until the philosopher should
lay his hand on the secret of cicative foice and pethaps
make new worlds for hmmself We know not whether
Aylmer possessed this degiee of faith i man’s ultimate
control over Natme He had devoted himself, however,
too nmeservedly to scientific studies ever to be weaned
fiom them by any second passion  His love for his
young wife might prove the stionger of the two, but
it could only be by mntertwining itself with his love
of science and uniting the strength of the latter to
his own

Such a union accordingly took place, and was at-
tended with truly 10markable consequences aud a deeply
mpressive moiral. One day, very soon after therr mar-
riage, Aylmer sat gazing at his wife with a trouble in his
countenance that giew stionger until he spoke.
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¢« Georgiana,” said he, “has 1t never occurred to you
that the maik upon your cheek might be 1emoved 1”

“ No, indeed,” said she, smiling , but, perceiving the
seriousness of his manner, she blushed deeply “To tell
you the tiuth, 1t has been so often called & charm that I
was simple enough to imagine 1t might be so.”

¢ Ah, upon another face perhaps 1t mght,” 1ephed her
husband, “but never on yourts. No, demiest Georgiana,
you came so neatly perfect fiom the hand of Nature that
this shghtest possible defect, which we hesitate whether
to tetm a defect or a beauty, shocks me, as bemng the
vistble mairk of ea1thly imperfection ”

¢ Shocks you, my hunsband!'” cried Geoigiana, deeply
hurt , at first 1eddening with momentary ange1, but then
burstinz into tears  “Then why did you take me from
my mother’s side? You cannot love what shocks you!”

To explan this conversation, 1t must be mentioned
that i the centie of Geoigiana’s left cheek theie was a
singular .mark, deeply mterwoven, as 1t were, with the
texture and substance of her face In the usual state of
her complexion—a healthy though delicate bloom—the
mark wote a tamt of deeper crimson, which impe:fectly
defined its shape amid the surrounding 1osmess When
she blushed 1t gradunally became more mdistinet, and
finally vamished amud the triumpkant rush of blood that
bathed the whole cheek with 1ts bulliant glow But if
any shifting motion caused her to turn pale theie was
the mark agam, a crimson stamn upon the snow, in what
Aylmer sometimes deemed an almost fearful distinctness
Its shape bore not a hittle similanty to the human hand,
though of the smallest pygmy size. Georgiana’s loveis
were wont to say that some faury at her buwth howm had
laid her tiny hand upon the infant’s cheek, and left thus
mpiess theie in token of the magic endowments that
weie to give her such sway over all hearts. Many
a desperate swamn would have risked life for the privi-
lege of pressing his lips to the mysterious hand It must
not be concealed, however, that the mmpression wrought
by this fairy sign manual varied exceedingly according to
the difference of temperament m the beholders Some
fastidious persons—but they were exclusively of her own
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sex—aflirmed that the bloody hand, as they chose to call
1t, quite destroyed the effect of Georglana’s beauty and
rendered her countenance even ludeous But 1t would
be as 1easonable to say that one of those small blue
stams which sometimes occur m the purest statuay
maible would convert the Eve of Powers to a monster
Masculme obseivers, 1if the bnthmuk did not heighten
then admmnation, contented themselves with wishing 1t
away, that the woild might possess one living specimen
of 1deal loveliness without the semblance of a flaw  After
his marniage—for he thought little or nothing of the
matter before—Aylmer discovered that this wes the case
with himself

Had she been less beautiful—f Envy’s self could have
found aught else to snect at—he might have felt his
affection heightened by the prettiness of this mimic hand,
now vaguely portiayed, now lost, now stealing forth
agamm and ghmmenng to and fio with eveiy pulse of
emotion that thiobbed withm her heart, but, seemng her
otherwise so perfect, he fonnd this one defect grow more
and more mtolerable with every moment of then united
lives It was the fatal flaw of humamty which Natuie,
1 one shape o1 anothei, stamps meffacably on all hei
productions, either to imply that they aie temporary and
fimte, or thatv themr perfection must be wiought by toil
and pam  The ciimson hand expressed the meludible
gripe 1in which moitality clutches the highest and puest
of earthly mould, degiading them nto kindied with the
lowest, and even with the very brutes, ike whom then
visible fiames retuin to dust. In this manner, selecting
1t us the symbol of Iis wafe’s hiabihity to sin, so11ow, de-
cay, and death, Aylmer's sombre imagination was not
long mm rendering the bnthmark a fiightful object,
causing him more trouble and honor than ever Geor-
grana’s beauty, whether of soul o1 sense, had given him
delight

At all the seasons which should have been thewr hap-
prest he mvanably, and without intending 1t, nay, m
spite of a pmipose to the contrary, 1everted to this onc
dicastions topic  Trifing as 1t at fist appeared, 1t so
connected itself with mnumeiable tiams of thought and
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modes of feehng that it became the central point of all
With the morning twilight Aylmer opened his eyes upon
his wife’s face and recognized the symbol of imperfection,
and when they sat together at the evenmg bearth his
eyes waudered stealthily to her cheek, and beheld,
flickermmg with the bLlaze of the wood fire, the spectial
hand that wiote mortality wheie he would famm have
worshipped  Georgiana soon lemined to shudder at his
gaze It needed but a glance with the peeuliar expres-
sion that his face often wore to change the ruses of her
cheek mto a deathhike paleness, amd which the crimson
hand was biovght stiongly ouf, like a bass relief of 1uby
on the whitest maible

Late one night, when the hights were growing dim so
as bardly to betiay the stain on the poor wife’s cheek,
she herself, for the first time, voluntarily took up the
subject

“Do you remember, my dear Aylmer,” said she, with
a feeble attempt at a smile, ‘“ have you any 1ecollection,
of a dream last mght about this edious hand 7~

“None ! none whatever |” replied Aylmer, starting,
but then he added, 1n a dry, cold tone, affected for the
sake of concealing the real depth of his emotion, ““I might
well dieam of 1t ; for, before I fell asleep, it had taken a
pretty firm hold of my fancy.”

“And you dhd dieam of 1t?” continued Georgiana,
hastily , foi she dreaded lest a gush of tears should m-
terrupt what shehad to say ““A terrible dieam ! T wonder
that you can foiget 1t Is it possible to forget this one
eapression 7—* 1f 1s 1 her heart now, we must have 1t
out!’ Reflect my husband, for by all means I would
have you 1ecall that dieam ”

The mind 1s m a sad state when Sleep, the allanvolv-
mg, cannot confine hex spectres within the dim region of
het sway, but suffers them to bieak forth, affnghting thig
actual life with secrets that perchance belong to a deeper
one, Aylmer now remembered his dieam  He had
fancied himself with his servant Amimadab attempting an
opertation for the 1emoval of the buthmail, but the
deeper went the knife, the deeper sank the hand, until
at length 1ts tiny grasp appeared to have caught hold of.
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Georgiana’s heart , whence, however, her husband was
mexorably 1esolved to cut or wrench 1t away

When the dream had shaped itself perfectly in his
memoty, Aylmer sat m his wife’s presence with a guilty
feeling  Truth often finds 1ts way to the mind close
muffled 1 robes of sleep, and then speaks with uncom-
promising duectness of matters m regaid to which we
practise an unconscrous self-deception durmg owr waking
moments Until now he had not been awaie of the
tyranmsing mfluence acquued by one 1dea over his mmd,
and of the lengths which he might find in lus heart to go
for the sake of giving himself peace

“ Aylmer,” resumed Georgiana, solemnly, I know not
what may be the cost to both of us to 11d me of this fatal
birthmark  Perhaps 1ts removal may cause cuireless de-
formity , or 1t may be the stain goes as deep as life 1itself,
Agam. do we know that there 1s a possibihity, on any
terms, of unclasping the firm gripe of this little hand
which was laid upon me before I came mto the world ”

“ Dearest Georgiana, I have spent much thought upon
the subject,” hastily mterruptel Aylmer “I am con-
vinced of the perfect practicability of 1ts 1emoval ”

“If theie be the remotest possibility of 1t,” continued
Georgiana, ““let the attempt be made, at whatever nisk
Danger 15 nothing to me, for life, while this hateful maik
makes me the object of your horror and disgust—Iife 1s
a burden which T would fling down with joy  Either 1e-
move this dreadful hand, or take my wretched hife! You
have deep science All the woild bears witness of 1t
You have achieved great wonders Cannot you 1emove
this little, Iittle mark, which I cover with the tips of two
small fingers? Is this beyond your power, for the sake
of your own peace, and to save your poor wife fiom
madness " p

“ Noblest, dearest, tenderest wife,” cried Aylmer rap-
turously, “doubt not my power I have already given
thys matter the deepest thought—thought which might
almpst have enlightened me to create a being less perfect
than\yourself ~Geoirgiana, you have led me deeper than
ever Mgte the hcart of seience I feel myself fully com-
petent to render this dem cheek as faultless as 1ts fellow;
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and then, most beloved, what will be my triumph when I
shall have coriected what Nature left impeifect in her
fanest woik! Even Pygmalion, when lus seulptured
woman assumed life, felt not gieater ecstasy than mine
will be”

“Jt 1s resolved, then,” said Georgiana, famtly smiling
“ And, Aylmer, spare me not, though you should find the
buthmark take vefuge m my heart at last ”

Her husband tenderly kissed her cheek—her right
check—mnot that which bore the mmpress of the ciimson
hand

The next day Aylmer apprised his wife of a plan that he
had formed whereby he might have opportunity for the m-
tense thought and constant watchfulness which the pro-
posed operation would 1equue; while Georgiana, likewise,
would enjoy the perfect 1epose essential to1ts success They
were to seclude themselves in the extensive apartments
occupied by Aylmer as a laboiatory, and where, duiing
his toilsome youth, he had made discoveries i the ele-
wental powers of Natuie that had 1oused the admiration
of all the learned societies m Burope Seated calmly n
this laboratory, the pale philosopher had investigated the
secrets of the highest cloud region and of the profoundest
mmes , he had satisfied himself of the causes that kindled
and kept alive the fires of the voleano, and had explamed
the mystery of fountains, and how 1t 15 that they gush
forth, some so bright and puie, and othexs with such 11ch
medicinal virtues, fiom the datk bosom of the earth
Here, too, at an emlier period, he had studied the wonders
of the human fiame, and attempted to fathom the very
process by which Natuie assimilates all her precious m-
fluences fiom earth and an, and fiom the spuitual world,
to cieate and foster man, her masteipiece The latter
pursuit, however, Aylmer had long laid aside m unwiliing
1ecognition of the truth—agamst which all seekers sooner
or later stumble—that ow great erentive Mother, while
she assumecs us with appnently working in the broadest
sunshine, 1s yet severely careful to keep her own secrets,
and, 1 spite of her pretended openness, shows us nothing
but results  She permits us, indeed, to mar, but seldom
to mend, and, hke a jealous patentee, on no account to
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make. Now, however, Aylmer resumed these half-for-
gotten mvestigations ; not, of course, with such hopes or
wishes as fitst suggested them; but because they mvolved
much physiological truth and lay in the path of his pro-
posed schemo for the treatment of Georginna

As he led her over the thieshold of the laboratory,
Geoigiana was cold and tremulous,  Aylmer looked
cheerfully mto ber face, with mtent to reasswie her, but
was so startled with the mtense glow of the birthmark
upon the whiteness of her cheek that he could not re-
stiam a strong convulsive shudder. s wife fanted.

“ Aminadab ! Ammadab '” shouted Aylmer, stamping
violently on the floox

Forthwith theie ssued fiom an inner apartment o man
of low statwre, but bulky frame, with shagey han hanging
about his visage, which was giimed with the vapours of
the furnace. This personage had been Aylmer’s under-
worker durmg his whole scientific earcer, and was admrn-
ably fitted for that office by his great mechmmeal 1eadi-
ness, and the skill with which, while meapable of com-
prehendmg o single prmeiple, be executed all the details
of his master’s experrments  With Ins vast stiength, his
shaggy han, s smoky aspect, and the indeseribable
earthiness that oncinsted him, he seemed to represent
man’s physieal natme; winle Aylmer’s slender figue,
and pale, intellectual face, were no less apt a type of the
spiitual element.

“Thiow open the door of thz boudow, Ammadab,”
aid Aylmer, “and burn a pastil”?

“Yes, master,” answered Ammadab, looking mtently
wt the hieless form of Geoirgiana, and then he muttered to
himself, “If she were my wife, I'd never part with that
buthmark ”

When Geoigiana 1ecovered cousciousness she found
berself h1cathing an atmosphere of penctiating fiagiance,
the gentle potency of which had iecalled her fiom her
deathlike famtness, Tho scene around her looked hke
enchantment  Aylme: had converted those smoky, dingy,
sombre 100ms, wheie he had spent lus buightest yeais n
1econdite purswits, mto a series of beauti{ul apaitments
not unfit to be the secluded abode of a lovely woman,
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The walls werte bhung with gorgeous curtains, which 1m-
parted the combination of grandeur and giace that no
other species of adornment can achieve ; and, as they fell
from the ceiling to the floor, their rich and pouderous folds,
concealing all angles and straight les, appeared to shut
m the scene fiom infimte space For aught Geoigiana
knew, 1t might be a pavilion among the clouds And
Aylmer, evcluding the sunshine, which would have in-
terfered with his chemical processes, had supphied its
place with perfumed lamps, emitting flames of various
hue, but all umting m a soft, impuipled radiance He
now knelt by lus wife’s side, watching her earnestly, but
without alaxm , for he was confident 1 his science, and
felt that he could draw a magic c_icle round her within
which no evil might mtiude

“Where am I? Ah, I remembe:,” said Georgiana
famtly , and she placed her hand over her cheek to hide
the terrible maik from her husband’s eyes

“Tear not, dearest 1” exclaimed he  “ Do not shrink
fiom me! Believe me, Georgiana, I even 1ejoice 1 this
single 1mperfection. since 1t will be such a iapture to
remove 1t ”

“Q, spate me!” sadly replied his wife  ““Pray do not
look at 1t agamn., I never can forget that convulsive
shudder ”

In oider to soothe Georglana, and, as 1t were, to 1clease
her mind fiom the buiden of actual things, Aylme: now
put 1 practice some of the light and playful seciets
which science had taught him among 1ts profounder lore
Awry figures, absolutely bodiless 1deas, and forms of un-
substantial benuty came and danced before her, imprint-
mg thenn momentary footsteps on beams of ight  Though
she had some mdistinct idea of the method of these op-
tical plienomena, still the illusion was almost perfect
enough to warrant the belief that her husband possessed
sway over the spimtual world Then agamn, when she
felt a wish to look forth friom her seclusion, immediately,
as 1f het thoughts were answered, the piocession of ex-
ternal existence flitted acioss a screen.  The scenery and
the figmes of actual life were perfectly 1epresented, but
with that bewitching yet mdesciibable difference which
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always makes a picture, an 1mage, or a shadow so much
more attractive than the original  When weatted of this,
Aylmer bade her cast her eyes upon a vessel contamning a
quantity of eaith She did so, with little mterest at
first,, but was soon startled to perceirve the getm of a
plant shooting upward fiom the soil Then came the
slender stalk , the leaves gradually unfolded themselves ,
and amid them was a perfect and lovely flower

It 15 magical ' ” cried Georgiana. ¢ 1 dare not touch
1t"” +

“Nay, pluck 1t,” answered Aylmer—*pluck 1t, and
mhale 1ts bref perfume while you may  The flower wiil
wither 1n a few moments and leave nothing save its
brown seed vessels, but thence may be perpetuated a
1ace as ephemeral as 1tself.”

But Georgiana had no sooner touched the flower than
the whole plant suffered a blight, 1ts leaves turning coal-
black as if by the agency of fire.

“ There was too powerful a stimulus,” said Aylmer,
thoughtfully

To make up for this abortive experiment, he proposed
to take her portiait by a scientific process of his own -
vention It was to be effected by 1ays of light striking
upon a polished plate of metal Georglana assented ;
but, on looking at the 1esult, was affiighted to find the
features of the portiait bluzred and indefinable, while
the minute figwie of a hand appeared where the check
should have been, Aylmer snatched the metallic plate
and threw into a jar of coirosive acid

Soon, however, he foigot these mortifying failures
In the mtervals of study and chemical experiment he
came to her flushed and exhausted, but seemed vigor-
ated by her presence, and spoke mn glowmg language of
the 1esources of his art. He gave a history of the long
dynasty of the alchemmsts, who spent so many ages
quest of the universal solvent by which the golden prin-
ciple might be ehicited from all things vile and base
Aylmer appeared to believe that, by the plamest scientific
logie, 1t was altogether within the limts of possibility to
discover this long-sought medium , “but,” he added, “a
philosopher who should go deep enough to acquire the
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power would attam too lofty a wisdom to stoop to the
exercise of 1t” Not less singular were his opmions mn
regard to the echxir vitw He more than mtimated that
1t was at s option to concoct a iquud that should pro-
long life for yeais, perhaps interminably ; but that 1%
would produce a discord 1 Nature which all the w orld,
and chiefly the quaffer of the immortal nostium, would
find cause to curse

‘“ Aylmer, aie you in earnest?” asked Georgiana, look-
g at lum with amazement and fear. “ 1t 1s terrible to
possess such power, o1 even to dieam of possessing 1t.”

“ (0, do not tremble, my love,” said ber husband “1I
would not wrong either you o1 myself by working such in-
harmonious effects upon owr lives ; but I would have you
consider how tufling, in compaiison, is the skill 1equisite
to remove tlus hittle hand ”

At the mention of the birthmark, Georgiana, as usual,
shrank as 1f a 1ed-hot non had touched her cheek.

Agun Aylmer apphied Inmself to his labours. She
could hear his voice m the distant fuinace-room giving
directions to Aminadab, whose bharsh, uncouth, mis-
shapen tones were audible in 1esponse, more like the
grunt o1 growl of a brute than buman speech After
howis of absence, Aylmer 1eappeaied and proposed that
she should now examme bis cabinet of chemical products
and natural tieasmes of the earth Among the former
he showed her a small vial, in which, he remaiked, was
contained a geuntle, yet most powerful, fiagrance, capable
of impregnating all the breczes that blow acioss a king-
dom They were of inestimable value, the contents of
that hittle vial, and, as he said so, he thiew some of the
perfume into the air, and filled the room with piercing
and mwigorating dehght

“ And what 13 this?” asked Georgiana, pomting to a
small crystal globe contammmg a gold-coloured hquid.
“Tt 15 so beautiful to the eye that I could imagine 1t the
ehixir of hfe ”

“In one sense 1t 15,” 1eplied Aylmer, “o1, 1ather, the
elisir of immortality It 1s the most prec.ous poison that
ever was concocted in this wolld By its md 1 eould
apportion the hfetime of any mortal at whom you mght
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earthly part. Perhaps every man of gemus, in whatever
sphere, might recognize the 1mage of his own experience
m Aylmer’s Journal,

So deeply did these reflections affect Georgiana that
she 1aid her face upon the oper volume and buist into
tears In this situation she was found by her husband.

“ It 15 dangerous to read m a sorcerer’s books,” sard he
with a smile, though his countenance was uneasy and dis-
pleased  “ Georgiana, there are pages i that volume
which T can scarcely glance over and keep my senses.
Take heed lest 1t prove as detrimental to you.”

“It has made me worship you more than ever,” said she.

“ Ah, wait for this one success,” rejomed he, ““then
worship me if you will. I shall deem myself bardly
unworthy of 1t.  But come, I have sought you for the
lusury of your voice  Sing to me, dcarest.”

So she poured out the hquid music of her voice to
quench the thirst of lis spirit He then took s leave
with a boyish exuberance of garety, assurmg her that her
seclusion would endure but a httle longer, and that the
result was already certamn, Secarcely bad he departed
when Georgiana felt irresistibly impelled to follow him
She had forgotten to inform Aylmer of a symptom which
for two or three houis past had begun to excite her
attention. It was a sensation in the fatal bitthmatk, not
painful, but which induced a restlessness throughout her
system Hastening after her husband, she mtruded for
the first time nto the laboratory

The first thing that struck her eye was the furnace,
that hot and feverish worker, with the intense glow of its
fire, which by the quantities of soot clustered above 1t
seemed to have been burning for ages Theie was a dis-
tillmg apparatus m full operation Around the room
were 1etorts, tubes, cylinders, crueibles, and other
appaiatus of chemical research. An electrical machie
stood 1eady for immediate use The atmosphero felt
oppressively close, and was tamnted with gascous odours
which had been tormented forth hy the processes of
science. The severe and homely simplicity of the apart-
ment, with 1ts naked walls apd brick pavement, looked
strange, -accustomed as Geoigiana had become to the
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fantastic elegwce of her boudomr, DBut what chiefly,
indeed almost solely, diew her attention, was the aspect
of Aylmer himself

He was pale as death, anvious and absorbed, and hung
over the fuinace as if 1t depended upon his utmost watch-
fulncss whether the hiquid wineh it was distilling should
be the draught of numottal happiness or misery. How
diffirent from the saugume and joyous mien that he had
assumed for Georgrann’s encomagement !

“Carefully now, Ammadab ; carefully, thou human
machine : carefully, thon man of clay,” muttered Aylmer,
more to himself than his assictant “ Now, if there be a
thought teo much ot too httle it 1s all ovar

“Hol ho!” muwbled Ammadab  “ Look, master!
look {7

Aylmer raiscd his eyes hastily, and at first 1eddened,
then grew paler than ever, on beholding Georgiana,  He
1ushed towards her and seized her arm with a gupe that
left the print of lus fingers upon it

“Why do you come hither? Have you no trust in
your husband?” cried he, impetuously.,  “ Would yon
thiow the blight of that fatal birthmark over my labows?
It is not well done  Go, prymg woman | go!”

“Nay, Alymer,” enid Georgziana with the firmness of
which she possesced no stinted endowment, “1t is not
you that have a night to complain  You mustrust your
wife ; you have concealed the anviety with which you
watch the development of this expetiment  Think not
so unworthily of me, my husband  Tell me all the ni-k
we run, and fear not that T shall shrink , for my shaie in
it 18 far less than your own.”

¢ XNo, no, Georgiana '” said Aylmer, impatiently , it
must not be ”

“I submut,” rephed she, calmly. “And, Aylmer, I
ghall quafi’ whatever draught you bring me, bnt 1t will
be on the same prineiple that would induce me to take a
dose of poison if offered by your hand ”

“ My noble wife,” smad Aylmer, deeply moved, “ I knew
not the height and depth of yoar nature until now
Nothing shall be concealed. Know, then, that tlng
crimson hand, superficial as it seems, has clutched 1its



48 MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE

giasp mto your bemg with a stiength of which I had no
pievious conception I have aheady administered agents
powerfal enough to do aught except to change your entue
physical system  Only one thing iemams to be fried.
If that fail us we ate rumned.”

“Why did you hesitate to tell me this " asked she

“Because, Georglana,” said Aylmer, m a low voice,
“there 15 danger ”

“Danger ! There 1s but one danger—that this hor-
rible stigma shall be left upon my cheek !” cried Geor-
glana  “Remove 1t, remove 1t, whatever be the cost,
or we shall both go mad '”

“ Heaven knows your words aie too true,” said Aylmer,
gadly. ¢ And now, deatest, 1etwmin to your boudon. In
a little while all will be tested.”

He conducted her back and took leave of her with a
solemn tendeiness which spoke far more than his words
how much was now at stake. After his depaitme Geor-
gana became wrapt in musings. She considered the
chaiacter of Aylmer, and did 1t completer justice than at
any previous moment. Her heart exulted, while 1t
trembled, at his honourable love—so pme and lofty that
1t would aceept nothmg less than perfection, nor musei-
ably male itself contented with an earthlier nature than he
had dieamed of. She felt how much more precious was
such a sentinent than that meaner kind which would
have boine with the imperfection for her sake, and have
been guilty of treason to holy love by degrading its per-
fect 1dea to the level of the actual, and with her whole
spiit she prayed that, for a single moment, she might
satisfy hus highest and deepest conception. Longer than
one morment she well knew 1t could not be ; for lus spmit
was ever on the march, ever ascendmmg, and each instant
required somethng that was beyond the scope of the 1n-
stant before

“The sound of her husband’s footsteps aroused her  He
Lorg_a ciystal goblet contaming a liquor colourless as
watery but buight enough to be the draught of immoi-
tality >Aylmer was pale , but 1t secmed 1ather the con-
sequence, of a2 highly-wiought state of mind, and tension
of spint, han of fear or doubt.
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“The concoction of the diaught has been perfect,”
said he, m answer to Georgiana’s look  “ Unless all my
seience have deceived me, 1t cannot fail ”

% Save on yow account, my dearest Aylmer,” observed
his wife, “1 might wish to put off this birthmaik of
mortality by rehmquishing mortality itself in preference
to any other mode ~ Life 1s but a sad possession to those
who have attained precisely the degiee of moral advance-
ment at which I stand Were I weaker and blinder, it
might be happmess Were I stionger, 1t might be en-
duted hopefully But, being what 1 find myself, me-
thinks I am of all mortals the most fit to die ”

“You aie fit for heaven without tasting death!” re-
plied her husband “ But why do we speak of dying ?
The diaught cannot fail. Behold its effect upon this
plant”

On the window seat there stood a geranium diseased
with yellow blotches which had overspred all its leaves.
Aylmer poured a swmall quantity of the liquid upon the
soil in which 1t grew  In a little time, when the 100ts of
the plant had taken up the moisture, the unsightly
blotches began to be extinguished in a living verdure

“Theie needed no proof,” said Georglana, quietly.
“Give me the goblet I joyfully stake all upon your
word.” .

“Drmk, then, thon lofty ecreature!” exclaimed Ayl-
me1, with fervid admuation  “There 15 no tamt of
mmpetfection on thy spuit  Thy sensible fiame, too, shall
soon be all peifect ”

. She quaffed the liquid and 1etuined the goblet to his
and

“It 1s grateful,” sad she, with a placid smle  ““Me-
thinks 1t 15 hke warer from a heavenly fountam ; for it
contamns, I know not what, of unobtrusive fiagrance and
deliciousness, It allays a feversh thirst that had
parched me for many days Now, dearest, let me sleep,
My earthly senses aie closing over my spirit like the
leaves around the heait of a 10se at suunset.”

She spoke the last words with a geutle reluctance, as
if 1t required almost more energy than she could com-

mand to promounce the fumt and hngering syllables.
D
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m a soit of fieuzy, “you have seived me well ! Matter
aud spirit—earth and heaven—have both done thewr
pait m this! Laugh, thing of the senses! You have
cained the 1ight to laugh ”

These exclamations broke Geoigiana’s sleep  She
slowly unclosed her eyes, and gazed imto the mirior which
her husband had wianged for that pumpose A famnt
smule fitted over her lips when she 1ecognised how barely
perceptible was now that crimson hand which had once
blazed foith with such disastious buillianey as to scae
away all their happiness DBut then her eyes sought
Aylmer’s face with o trouble and anviety that he could
by no means account for.

“ My poor Aylmer ! ” muimuied she.

“Poor? Nay, 11chest, happiest, most favoured!” ex-
clamed he ¢ My peeiless bride, 1t 15 successful ! You
are perfect 1”7

“My poor Aylmer,” she 1epeated, with a moie than
human tendeiness, “you have aimed loftly, you have
done nobly. Do not 1epent that, with so high and pue
a feeling, you have 1ejected the best the earth could
offa  Aylmer, dearest Aylmer, I am dymg!”

Alas ! 1t was too tine! The fatal hand had giappled
with the mystery of life, and was the bond by which an
angelic spnit kept itself in union with a moital frame
As the last ciimson tint of the buthmark—that sole
tolzen of human 1mpezfection-—faded from her cheek, the
pating bieath of the now perfect woman passed nto the
atmosphere, and her soul, hngermg a moment near her
hushand, took its heavenwaird flight  Then a hoaise,
chuckling laugh was head agam ! Thus ever does the
gross fatality of emith exult m 1ts mvarable trinmph
over the immoital essence which, i this dim spheie of
half development, demands the completeness of a ngher
state. Yet, had Aylmer 1eached a profounder wisdom,
hie need mnot thus have flung awnay the happiness which
would have woven lus mortal Iife of the selfsame textue
with the celestial The momentmy encumstance was
too strong for hum, he failed to look beyond the shadowy
scope of time and, hiving once for all in etermty, to find
the peifect future in the present
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A May or Faxcy made an entertamment at one of his
castles m the an, and mvited a select number of distin-
guished personages to favour him with their presence

"The manston, though less splendid than many that have
been situated in the same region, was nevertheless of a
magmficence such as 15 seldom witnessed by those
acquanted only with teriestrial architectmie. Ifs stiong
foundations and massive walls were quarized out of a
ledge of heavy and sombie clouds which had hung brood-
mg over the earth, apparently as dense and ponderous as
its own graunite, throughout a whole autumnal day. Per-
ceiving that the general effect was gloomy,—so that the
auny castle looked hke a fendal fortiess, or a monastery of
the middle ages, or a state prison of our own times,
rather than the home of pleasme and repose which he m-
tended 1t to be.——the owner, regardless of expense, re-
solved to gild the exterior from top to bottom. For-
tunately, there was just then a flood of evening sunshine
m the an This being gathered up and poumed abun-
dantly upon the roof and walls, iinbued them with a kind
of solemn cheerfulness ; while the cupolas and-pinnacles
were made to glitter with the purest gold. and all the
hundred windows gleamed with a glad Light, as 1f the
edifice 1tself were 1ejorcing in 1tg heart  And now, 1f the
people of the lower woild chanced to be looking upwaxd
out of the turmoil of their petty perplexities, they pro-
bably mistook the castle in the air for a heap of sunset
clouds, to which the magic of light and shade had im-
parted the aspect of a fantastically constiucted mansion

To such beholders 1t was unreal, because they lacked the
imagmatine fath  Had they been worthy to pass withmn
its portal, they would have recogmized the tiath, that the
domnions “\huh the spirit conquers for itself among

1
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uniealities become a thousand times more real than the
earth wheicon they stamp thewr feet, saymg, ¢ This 1s
sohid and substantial , this may be called a fact”

At the appomnted hour, the host stood in his gieat
saloon to r1eceive the company It was a vast and noble
100m, the vaulted ceilling of which was supported by
double rows of gigantic pillars that had been hewn entne
out of masses of varlegated clouds So bulhantly were
they pohished, and so exquusitely wiought by the sculptor’s
- skill, as to resemble the finest specimens of emerald, por-
phyry, opal, and chrysolite, thus pioducmg a dehcate
richness of effect which their immense size 1endered not
mcompatible with grandeur To each of these pillars a
meteor was suspended  Thousands of these ethereal
lusties are contmually wandering about the firmament,
burning out to waste, yet capable of mpaiting o useful
radiance to any person who has the amit of converting
them to domestic purposes As managed m the saloon.
they aie far more economieal than oxdunry lamplight
Such, however, was the intensity of then blaze that it
had been found expedient to cover each meteor with a
globe of evening must, thereby mufiling the too potent
glow and soothing it mnto a mild and comfortable splen-
dom It was like the brilhancy of a powerful yet chast-
ened magimation—a light which secmed to hnde whatever
was unwoxthy to be noticed and give cffect to every
beautiful and noble attuibute, The guests, therefore, as
they advanced up the centre of the saloon, appeaied to
better advantage than ever before 1n their Lives .

The first that entered, with old-fashioned punctuality,
was o venerable ficwie n the costume of by-gone days,
with lus white han flowing down over his shonlders and
areveiend beard upon his breast e leaned upon a
staff, the tiemulous stioke of which, as he sct 1t carefully
on the floor, 1e-echoed thiough the saloon at every foot-
step  Recogmizing at once this celebiated personage,
whom 1t had cost him a vast deal of tiouble and 1esearch
to discover, the host advanced neatly thiee-fourths of the
distance down between the pillars to meet and welcome
him

“Venerable sir,” said the dMan of Fancy, bending to
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the floor, © the honowur of thig visit wonld never be for-
gotten were my torm of earstence to bo ns hapmly pro-
longed as your own.”

The old gentlemau received the compliment with gra-
cious condescension, IHe then thrast up his speetacles
over lus forchead and appeared to take a critical survey
of the saloon

 Never within my recolleetion,” observed he, “have [
entered o moie spacous and noble hall. Dot are you
swe that it 15 bult of sohd materinls and that the
stracture will be permanent 3"

“ 0, never fear, my venerable friend,” rephied the host
“TIn 1eference to o hfetune hike your own, 1t 15 true, my
castle may well be called a tempormy edifice. Dat 1t
will endwie long enough to answer all the purposcs for
which it was c1ected.”

But we forget that the reader has not yet been made
acquainted with the guest. It wns no other than that
umversally aceredited character so constantly referred to
mn all seasons of mtense cold or heat, he that remembers
the hot Sunday and tho cold I'riday; the witness of a
past age, whose negative 1emimscences find their way mto
every newspaper, yet whose antiquated aund dushy abode
18 80 overshadowed by accumulated years and crowded
back by modern edifices that none but the Man of Fancy
conld have discovered it, it was, m shoit, that twin
brother of Time, and gient-grandsire of mankind, and
hand-and-glove associate of all forgotten men and things—
the Oldest Inhabitant. The host would willingly have
diawn him mto conveisation, but succeelded only i chert-
g afewiemuiksas to the oppressive atmosphere of this
present summer ovenmng compnied with one which the
guest had experienced about fourscore years ago.  The old
gentleman, 1 fact, was a good deal oveicome by lis
journey among the clouds, which, to a fiame so eath-
enciusted by long continnance m a lower 1egion, was un-
avordably more fabigming than to younger spuits. He
was therefore condneted to an easy chau, well custnoned
and stuffed with vapoious softness, and left to take a
little 1epose

The Man of Fancy now discorned another guest, who
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stood so quietly mn the shadow of one of the pillars that
he might easily have been overlooked.

“AMy dear si,” exclumed the host, grasping him
warmly by the hand, ““allow me to greet you as the hero
of the evening  Piay do not take 1t as an empty compli-
ment, for, 1f theie were not another guest in my castle,
1t would be entirely peavaded with your presence ”

“1 thank you,” answered the unpretending stranger ;
“but, though you happened to oveilook me, I have not
just ariived I came very emly; and, with your per-
mission, shall remain after the rest of the company have
1etned ”

And who does the reader 1magine was this unobtrusive
guest? It was the famous peiformer of acknowledged
impossibilities—a character of superhuman capacity and
virtue, and, if his encmies aie to be credifed, of no less
1ematkable weaknesses and defects With a gencrosity
with which he alone sets us an example, we will glauce
merely at his nobler attiibutes, He 1t 15, then, who pre-
fers the interests of others to his own, and a humble
station to an evalted one Careless of fashion, custom,
the opmuons of men, and the influence of the press, he
assimilates his Iife to the standard of 1deal 1ectitude, and
thus proves himself the one independent citizen of our
fice country. In pomt of abihity, many people declare
him to be the only mathematician capable of squaring
the cncle, the only mechamic acquamted with the
prmeiple of perpetual motion, the only scientafic philo-
sopher who can compel water to 1un up hill, the only
wiiter of the age whose geunius 1s equal to the production
of an epic poem; and finally, so various are Ins accomplish-
ments, the only professor of gymnasties who has succeeded
1w jumpmg down his own throat  With all these talents,
however, he 18 so fa fiom Deing considered a member of
good society that 1t 1s the severest censme of any fashion-
able assemblage to affum that this remarkable individual
was present Public orators, lecturers, and theatiical
performers particularly eschew his company  For especial
1casons, we aire not at hiberty to disclose his name, and
shall mention only one other tiut—a most simgula
phenomenon in natmal philosophy—that, when he
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happens to east his eyes upon a Jookmg-gluss, he beholds
Nobudy 1efleeted there!

Several other guests now made ther appearance, and
among them, chattermyg with mmmense volubihity, a brick
httle gentlew m of umversd vozue i private soctety, and
not unhnown m the public journals unda the title of
Monsienr On-Dit  The nawe woulid seem to mdiento a
Freuchman, but, whatever be his eonrtey, he s thotonghly
verscd moell the langnages of the day, and ean apress
b elf quite as much to the purpose m English ag i any
other tongue  No sooner were the eeremonies of saluta-
tion over, than this talkative hittle person put Ins mouth
to the host’s car and winspered three searets of state, an
important piece of commercial mtellizence, and a rich
item of fashionable scandal  He then assuted the Mun of
TFancy that he would not fail to cuculate m the society of
the lower world a mmute deseuiption of tlns magmbicent
castle m the an, and of the festivitico at which he had
the honour to be a guest  So saying, Monsienr On-Dit
made his bow and huiired flom one to another of the
company, with all of whom he secemed to be acquninted,
and to possess some topic of mterest or amusement for
every mdinidual  Coming at last to the Oldest Inhabit-
ant, who was slumbermng comfortably in the casy-chur,
he applied his mouth to that venerable car

“\What do you say1” cnied the old gentleman, starting
fiom his nap and putting up lus hand to serve the puipose
of an car trumpet

Monsieut On-Dit bent forward agamn and 1epeated hig
communication

“Never withm my memory,” exclaimed the Oldest
Inbabitant, Lifting his hands 1 astonishwment, “has so
1emarkable an incident been heard of.”

Now came 1 the Cletk of the Weather, who had been
mvited out of defeience to his official station, although
the host was well awate that his conversation was hikely
to contuibute but httle to the general enmjoyment. He
goon, ndeed, got into a coiner with Ins acquantance of
long ago, the Oldest Inhabitant, and began to con pare
notes with him in reference to the great stoims, gales of
wind, and other atmosphermenl facts that liad occuried
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durmg the century past It iejoiced the Man of Fancy
that his venerable and much-respected guest had met
with so congenmal an associate  Intreating them both to
make themselves peirfectly at home, he now tuined to
recerve the Wandering Jew This personage, honever,
had latterly grown so common, by mingling m all soits of
society and appearing at the "bock of every entertamer,
that he could haidly be deemed & proper guest m a very
exclusive cncle. Besides, being covered with dust fiom
his continual wandermgs along the ighways of the world,
he 1eally looked out of place n a diess paty, so that the
host felt 1ehieved of an mcommodity when the 1estless
mdividual 10 question, after a brief stay, took his departme
on a1amble towards Oregon

The portal was now thionged by a crowd of shadowy
people with whown the Man of Fancy had been acquamted
m lus vistonary youth, He had mvited them hither for
the sake of observing how they would compare, whether
advantageously o1 otherwise, with the 1eal characters to
whom Iis matwier Dhfe has ntroduced him  They weie
beings of ciude imagmation, suchk as ghde before a young
man’s eye and pretend to bo actual mhabitants of the
earth , the wise and witty with whom he would heteafter
hold mteicomse, the generous and heroic firends whose
devotion would be 1equited with his own, the beautiful
dream woman who would become the helpmate of his
human toils and sorrows, and at once the source and par-
taker of lus happimess  Alas! it s not good for the full-
grown man to look too closely at these old acquamntances,
but 1ather to 1everence them at o distance thiough the
medium of years that have gathered duskily between
There was somethmg laughably untine m then pompous
stride and ciaggerated sentiment, they were neither
human nor tolarable likenesses of hamantty, but fantastic
maskers, 1endermg heroism and natwe ahke ridiculous
by the gave absmidity of then pretensions to such
attuibutes, and as for the peeiless dieam lady, behold !
theie advanced up the saloon, with a movement like a
jomted doll; a sort of wax figme of an angel, & creature as
cold as moonshme, an artifice m petticoats, with an mtel-
lect of pretty phiases and only the semblance of a hearit,
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yet m all these particulars the true Ly pe of a young mnan’s
mgznary mmstiess,  Hurdly could the ho t's punctihos
courtesy Testiamn a smile as he pud hy, respects to this
wnreality and met the centimental glance vith which the
Dieam sought to 1emmd lum of then former luve pa-cazes,

“ No, no, fair lady,” murmured he, hetart sighing and
smiling , * iy taste 1= changed, T have learndd to love
what Nature makes better than my own creations in the
guise of womanhood ”

“ Ah, false one1” <hriched the drewn lady, pretending
1o famt, but discolving into thir an, ont of wlhich cawme
the deplotable murniur of her voiwe, “ your meonstaney
has anmbilited me”

*So be 1t,” said the cinel Man of Tancy to lumeelf:
“and o good nddance too ™

Together with theee shadows, and from the same
region, theie came an wnmsited multitnde of shapes
which at any time during his hife had tormented the
Man of Faney m his moods of morlnd melancholy, o had
haunted him m the delinum of fever.  The walls of his
castle m the an were not dense ¢nongh to keep them out,
nor would the sirongest of carthly architecture have
availled to their exclucion Hae were thoce forms of
dim terror which had beset hun at the entrance of life,
waging warfare with his hopes, here woie strange ugli-
nesses of earlier date, such as haunt childien in the
mght-time  He was particulmly startled by the vision
of a deformed old black woman whom he mmagined ny
lurking 1 the garret of his native home, and who, when
he was an mfant, had once come to s bedside and
grinned at him m the crisis of a seariet fever This
same black shadow, with others almost as Indeous, now
ghded along the pillars of the magnificent saloon, grim-
umg recognition, until the man shuddered anew at the
forgotten tcrrors of us childhood Tt amuced him, how-
cver, to observe the black woruan, with the muschievous
caprice peculiar to such bemgs, steal up to the chawr of
the Oldest Inhabitant and peep mto lus half-dreamy
mind .

“Never within my memory,” muttered that venerable
perzonage, rghast, “did 1 sce such a foce.”
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Almost immediately after the unieahities just described,
airrved a number of guests whom inciedulous 1eadeirs
may be inclined to 1ank equally among cieatuies of
magmation. The most notewoithy weie an incorruptible
patuiot, a scholar without pedantry, a priest without
worldly ambition. and a beautifel woman nithout pride
or coquetry, a maitted par whose hie had never been
disturbed by incongruity of feeling, a refoimer untram-
melled by his theory, and a poet who felt no jealousy
towards other votaries of the lyie In truth, however,
the host was not one of the cynics who consider these
patterns of excellence, without the fatal flaw, such 1arities
m the world, and he had mvited them to his select
party cliuefly out of humble deference to the judgment of
society, which pronounces them almost impossible to be
met with

“In my younger days,” observed the Oldest Inhabi-
tant, “such characters might be seen at the corner of
every street ”

Be that as 1t might, these specimens of peifection
proved not to be half so entertaining companions as people
with the ordinary allowance of faults.

But now appeared a strange:r, whom the host had no
sooner 1ecognized than, with an abundance of courtesy
unlavished on any other, he hastened down the whole .
length of the saloon i order to pay him emphatic honour.
Yet he was & young man m poor attire, with no insignia
of rank or acknowledged eminence, nor anything to dis-
tinguish him among the ciowd except a lugh whate fore-
head, beneath which a pan of deep-set eyes were glonwmng
with warm hight It was such a lhight as never llumin-
ates the emth save when a gient hemt burns as the
houschold fire of a grand mtelleet And who was he 3—
who but the Master Genius for whom our country 1s
looking anxiously mto the mist of Time, as destmed to
fulfil the great nussion of cieating an American hiterature,
hewmg it, as it wele, out of the unwrought gramte of our
mtellectual quaiiles? Fiom him, whether moulded m
the form of an epic poem or assuming a guise altogether
new as the spirit itself may determme, we aie to recerve
ow first great onginal woik, which shall do all that
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1emains to be achieved for our glory among the nations,
How this clnld of a mighty destmy had been discovered by
the Man of Fancy 1t is of hittle consequence to mention
Sufhice 1t that he dwells as yet unhonoured among men,
untecogmzed by those who have kuown him from his
cradle, the noble countenance which should be dis-
tmguished by a halo diffused around 1t passes daily amid
the throng of people toiling and troubling themselves
about the ti1ifles of a moment, and none pay reverence to
the woiker of immortality. Nor does 1t matter much to
him, 1n his tiiumph over all the ages, though a geneia-
tion ot two of his own times shall do themselves the
wrong to distegard him

By this time Monsieur On-Dit had caught up the
stianger’s name and destiny, and was busily wlispering
the mtelligence among the other guests.

“ Pshaw !” said one.  “ Theire can never be an Ameri-
can genus ”

“Pish!” ciied another “We have already as good
poets as any n the woild. TFor my pait, I desire to see
no better ”

And the Oldest Inhabitant, when it was proposed to
mtroduce um to the Master Genmus Dlegged to be ex-
cused, observing that a man who had been honoured with
the acquamtance of Dwight, and Frenean, and Joel
Barlow, might be allowed a httle austerity of taste

The saloon was now fast filing up by the anival of
other remarkable characters, among whom were noticed
Davy Jones, the distinguished nautical personage, and a
rude, caelessly-diessed, harum-scaium soit of elderl
fellow, known by the nickname of Old Hauy., The
lattery however, after bemng shown to a diessing-10om,
reappeared with his grey han micely combed, Ins clothes
blushedx:x clean dicky on Ius neck, and altogether so
changed fp aspeet as to merit the more 1espectful appelia-
tion of Veneiable Hemy. Joel Doe and Richmid Roe
came arm M arm, accompanied by a Man of Stiaw, a
fictitious mdiyser, and several persons who had no enst-
ence except as, voters n closely-contested elections  The
celebrated Sealsfield, who now entered, was at first sup-
posed to belong\to the same utherhoed, until he made
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it apparent that he was a 1eal man of flesh and blood and
had his earthly domicile in Getmany Among the latest
comers, as might reasonably be expected, ariived a guest
from the far future

“Do you know him? do you know him ?” whispered
Monsteur On-Dit, who seemed to be acquainted with
everybody. ¢ He 1s the representative of posterity—the
man of an age to come ”

“ And how came he here?” asked a figure who was
evidently the prototype of the fashion plate 1n a magazine,
and nught be taken to 1epiresent the vanities of the pass-
g moment  ““The fellow infiinges upon our rights by
comng before his time.”

“But you forget where we are,” answeied the Man of
Fancy, who overtheard the 1emark. “ The lower earth, it
18 tiue, will be forbidden ground to him for many long
yea1s hence ; but a castle 1 the air 18 a sort of no man’s
land, where posterity may make acquaintance with us on
equal teims.”

No sooner was his 1dentity known than a throng of
guests gatheted about Posterity, all expressing the most
generous Interest i his welfare, and many boasting of
the sacrifices which they had made, or were willing to
make, m his behalf Some, with as much secrecy as
possible, desired his judgment upon certain copies of verses
or great manusciipt 10lls of prose, others accosted him
with the famiharity of old fiiends, taking 1t for granted
that he was perfectly cogmizant of their names and
characters At length, finding himself thus beset, Pos-
terity was put quite beside his patience

“ Gentlemen, my good friends,” ciied he, breakimng
loose from a musty poet who stiove to hold him by the
button, “ T pray you to attend to your own busimness, and
leave me to take care of mine! I expect to owe you
nothing, unless it be certam national debts, and other
encumbrances and impediments, physical and moral,
which I shall find 1t troublesorne enough to remove fiom
my path., As to your veises, pray 1ead them to your
contemporartes. Your names aie as stiange to me as
your faces; and even were it othernise—let me whisper
you a secret—the cold, 1y memory which one generation
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may 1etain of another 1s but a poor recompense to baiter
bfe for.  Yet, if you heait 1s set on bemg known to me,
the surest, the only, method is, to hive truly and wisely
for yow own age, wheteby, if the native force be in you,-
you may likewise live for posteity.”

“ It 13 nonsense,” muimured the Oldest Imhabitant,
who, as a man of the past, felt jealous that all notice
should be withdiawn from humself to be lavished on the
futme, “sheer nousense, to waste so much thought on
what only 1s to be”

To divert the minds of his guests, who were consider-
ably abashed by this Iittle mecident, the Man of Tancy
led them thiough several apaitments of the eastle,
1eceiving then compliments upon the taste and vaied
magmficence that were displayed m each  One of these
rooms was filled with moonhght, wlich did not enter
thiough the window, but was the aggiegate of all the
mooushine that 1 scaftered mound the earth on a
summer might while no eyes are awake to enjoy 1ts
beauty  Airy spnits had gathered 1t up, wherever they
found 1t gleammg on the bioad bosom of a lake, or silver-
mg the meandeis of a sticam, or glunmeiing among the
wind-stiried boughs of a wood, and had garnered 1t n
this one spacious hall.  Along the walls, illuminated by
the mild mtensity of the moonshine, stood a multitude of
ideal statues, the ongimal conceptions of the great works
of ancient o1 modern art, which the seulptors did but 1m-
perfectly succeed m putting wmto maible, for 1t 15 not to
be supposed that the puie 1dea of an mmmoital creation
ceases Lo cvst ; 1t1s only necessary to know where they
are deposited 1 order to obtam poscession of thein  In
the naleoves of another vast apartment was arianged a
splendid Iibrmy, the volumes of which weie mestimable,
beeause they consisted, not of actual performances, but
of the woiks wlich the anthors only planned, without
over finding the happy season to achieve them, To take
famyliar instances, heie were the untold tales of Chaucer’s
Canﬁe\xbm y Pilgims, the unwiitien cantos of the Fauy
anen,( e conclusion of Colenidge's Chisstabel , and the
whole of Dryden’s pigjected epic on the subject of King
Arthur.\) The shelves were crowded , for 1t would not be

\
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too much to affnm that every anuthor has imagmed and
shaped out in his thought moie and far better works than
those which actually proceeded fiom his pen. And here,
likewise, weie the unrealized conceptions of youthful
poets who died of the very strength of themr own gemus
before the world had caught one mspiwed muimw fiom
thewr lips

When the peenliarities of the Iibrary and statue gal-
lery were explumed to the Oldest Inhabitant he ap-
peated mfimtely perplexed, and exclamed, with moie
enelgy than usual, that he had never heaid of such a
thing within his memory, and, moreover, did not at all
understand how 1t could be.

“But my bran, I think,” said the good old gentleman,
‘18 getting not so clear as 1t used to be You young
folks, I suppose, can see your way through these strange
matterts For my pat, I give it up”

¢ And so do I” muttered the Old Harry. “1t is
enough to puzzle the Abem 1”

Making as hittle reply as possible to these observations,
the Man of Tancy pieceded the company to another
noble saloon, the pillars of which were solid golden sun-
beams taken out of the sky m the first hour in the moin-
mg Thus, as they 1etained all thenr living lustie, the
room was filled with the most cheerful 1adiance imagin-
nble, yet not too dazzhing to be borne with comfort and
delight The windows weie beaubifully adoined with
curtams made of the many-colowed clouds of suniise, all
mmbued with virgin light and hanging in magnificent fes-
toons from the celling to the floor  Moreovet, there wete
fiagments of rambows scattered thiough the room , so
that the guests, astomished at one another, 1cciprocally
saw thewr heads made gloiious by the seven piimaty hues,
or, if they chose,—as who would not?—they could giasp
a 1ambow 1 the air and convert 1t to then own apparel
and adornment. But the moining hght and scatteied
1ambows were only a type and symbol of the real wonders
of the apmtment By an miluence akin to magic, yet
perfectly matural, whatever means and opportunities of
joy aro neglected m the lower woild had been carefully
gathered up and deposited 1n the saloon of morning
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sunshine As may well be conceived, theiefore, there
was material enough to supply, not merely a joyous even-
g, but also a happy hfetime, to more than as many
people as that spacious apaitment could contam The
company seemed to renew then youth ; while that pro--
verbial standard of mnocence, the Chuld Unborn, frolicked
to and fro among them, communicating his own un-
wrinkled gaiety to all who had the good foitune to witness
his gambols

“My honouied fitends,” smd the Man of Fancy, after
they had enjoyed themselves a while, “ I am now to re-
quest yowr piesence m the bangueting hall, where a
shight collation 1s awaiting you.”

¢ Ah, well sad!” gjaculated a cadaverous figure, who
had been nvited for no other 1eason than that he was
pietty constantly in the habit of dining with Duke Hum-
phiey. “I was begmmning to wonder whether a castle in
the an weie provided with a kitchen”

It was curlous, m fruth, to see how instantaneously
the guests were diverted fiom the high moral enjoyments
which they bad been tasting with so much apparent zest
by a suggestion of the more sohd as well as iquid delights
of the festive board They thionged eagerly in the rear
of the host, who now ushered them into a lofty and ex-
tensive hall, from end to end of which was arranged a
table, ghttering all over with mnumerable dishes and
dimking vessels of gold It 1s an uncertamn pomt whether

+ these rich axticles of plate were made for the occasion out
of molten sunbeams, o1 1ecovered fiom the wriecks of
Spanish galleons that had lam for ages at the bottom of
the sea  The upper end of the table was overshadowed
by a canopy, beneath which was placed a chair of elabo-
rate magmficence, which the host himself declined to
accupy, and besought his guests to assign 1t to the
worthiest among them. As a suitable homage to his
mealculable antiquity and emment distinction, the post
of honour was at fiist tendered to the Oldest Inhabitant.

* He, however, eschewed 1t, and 1equested the favour of a

)‘bowl of gruel at a side table, where he could 1efiesh him-
Uolf with a quiet nap  There was some little hesitation

Xi’gﬁﬁo the next candidate, until Posterity took the Master
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Genius of our country by the hand and led him to the
chair of state beneath the princely canopy When once
they beheld him i his tiue place, the company acknow-
ledged the justice of the sclection by a long thunder 10ll
of vehement applause

Then was served up a banquet, combming, if not all
the dehicacies of the season, yet all the rauties which
careful puveyors had met with in the flesh, fish, and
vegetable markets of the land of Nowheie. The bill of
fare bemng unfortunately lost, we can only mention a
pheenis, roasted 1n its own flames, cold potted birds of
paradise, 1ce creams fiom the Milky Way, and whip
syllabubs and flummery from the Paradise of Fools,
whereof there was a very great consumption As for
drinkables, the temperance people contented themselves
with water as usual, but it was the water of the Foun-
tain of Youth; the ladies sipped Nepenthe , the lovelorn,
the careworn, and the sorrow-stricken were supplied with
brimming goblets of Lethe ; and 1t was shiewdly con-
jectwied that o certan golden vase, from winch only the
mote distinguished guests were mvited to partake, con-
tained nectar that bad been mellowing ever since the
days of classical mythology. The cloth bemng 1emoved,
the company, as usual, grew eloquent over their hquot
and dehveied themselves of a succession of brilliant
speeches—the task of repoiting which we resign to the
more adequate abihty of Counsellor Gill, whose ndis-

" pensable cooperation the Man of Fancy had taken the pre-
cauntion to sceure.

When the festivity of the banquet was at its most
cthereal point, the Clerk of the Weather was obseived to
steal from the table and thiust, lus head between the
purple and golden emtans of one of the windows,

My fellow guests,” he 1emarked aloud, after emefully
noting the signs of the mght, “T advise such of you as
Iive at a distance to be gomg as soon as possible; for a
thunder storm is cettamly at hand ”

“Merey on me !” eried Mother Carey, who had left her
brood of chickens and come hither m gossamer drapery,
with piok silk stockimgs  “ How shall Iever get home?’

All now was confusion and basty departure, with but

E
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hittle superfluous leave-takmg, The Oldest Imbabitant,
however, tiue to the 1ule of those long past days m which
his couttesy had becn studied, pansed on the threshold of
the meteor-lighted hall to express Ins vast satisfaction at
the entertainment. }

“ Never, within my memory,” observed the gracions
old gentleman, *has it been my good fortune to spend a
pleasanter evening or in more select society.”

The wmd here took his breath away, whuled his three-
coineied hat into infinite space, and diowned what
further compliments 1t had been his purpose to bestow.
Many of the company had bespoken will-o’-the-wisps to
convoy them home, and the host, in his general benefi-
cence, had engaged the Man in the Moon, with an im-
mense horn lantern, to be the gwmde of such desolate
spinsters as could do no better for themselves. But a
blast of the msing tempest blew out all their hghts m the ~
twinkling of an eye How, m the darkness that ensued,
the guests contrived to get back to earth, or whether the
greater part of them contiived to get back at all, or are
still wandering among clouds, mists, and puffs of tem-
pestuous wind, biuised by the beams and 1afters of the
overthrown castle in the air, and deluded by all soits of
unrealities, are pomts that concern themselves much
more than the writer or the pubhe  People should think
of these matters before they trust themselves on a plea-
sure party into the 1ealm of Nowhere
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Youxa Goopiurax Brown came forth at sunset into the
stieet of Salem willage, but put his head back, after
crossing the threshold, to exchange a parting liss with
Ius young wife  And Faith, as the wife was aptly named,
thiust her own pretty head into the stieet, letting the
wind play with the pink iibbons of her cap while she
called to Goodmun Biown.

“Dearest hemt,” whispered she, softly and rather
sadly, when her lips were close to lus ear, “ prithee put
off yow journey until sunrise and sleep in your own bed
to-might. A lone woman 1s tioubled with such dieams
and such thoughts that she’s afeard of herself sometimes
Paay tarry with me this might, dear husband, of all mghts
m the year ”

“My love and my Faith,” 1eplied young Goodman
Brown, “of all mghts 1n the year, this one night must I
tary away fiom thee My journey, as thoun callest it,
forth and back agamn, must needs be done ’twixt now and
sunuse  What, my sweet, pretty wife, dost thou doubt
me abeady, and we but thiee months maitied?”

“Then. God bless you!” said Faith, with the pink
ribbons, “and may you find all well when you come
back.” ]

“Amen!” cited Goodman Biown. ¢ Say thy prayers,
dear Faith, and go to bed at dusk, and no haim will
come to thee.” )

So they parted , and the young man puisued lus way
until, being about {o twin the cormer by the meeting
house, he looked back and saw the bead of Fmth still
peeping after Inm with a melancholy am, 1 spite of her
pmnk ribbons

“ Poor little Faith 1" thonght he, for his heart smote
him, “What a wietch am 1 to leave her on such an
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ertand ! She talks of dieams, too  Methought o5 she
spoks theie was trouble in her face, as 1f a dream had
wained her what woik 1s to be done to-mght. But no,
no ; *twould kill her to think it  Well, she’s a bles-ed
angel on earth , and after this onemight TH cling to her
skitts and follow her to heaven”

With this excellent resolve for the future, Goodman
Biown felt lumself justified m making more haste on his
present evil purpose  He had taken a dieary road, dail:-
ened by all the gloomiest trees of the forest, which barely
stood aside to let the martow path cieep through, and
cloced immediately belund. It was all as lonely as could
be; and there is this peculiatity in such a solitude, that
the traveller knows not who may be concealed by the in-
numerable tiunks and the thick boughs overhead ; so
that with lonely footsteps he may yet be passing through
au unseen multitude

“There may be a devilish Indian behind every tree,”
said Goodman Brown to himself , and he glanced feaifully
behind him as he addced, “ What if the devil himself should
be at my very elbow !”

His head being turned back, he passed a crook of the
10ad, and, looking fornard agam, beheld the figure of o
man, 1 giave and decent attne, seated at the foot of an
old tree. He arose at Goodman Brown’s approach and
walked onward side by side with lum. A

“You are late, Goodman Brown,” said he, “The
clock of the Old South was strihing as I came through
Boston , and that 1s full fifteen minutes agone

¢ Faith kept me back a while,” replied the young man,
with a tremor 1n his voice, cansed by the sudden appear-
ance of his companion, though not wholly unexpected.

It was now deep dusk n the forest, and deepest in
that put of 1t where these two were journeying. As
nearly as could be discerned, the second traveller was
about fifty yeais old, apparently in the same rank of life
a8 Goodman Brown, and bemrmg a considerable resem-
blance to him, though perhaps more in expiession than
fentuies  Still they might have been taken for father

and son  And yet, though the elder person was as
stmply clad as the younger and as sumple i mannet too,
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he had an indescribable air of one who kunew the wold,
and who would not have felt abashed at the governois
dmuer table or 1 King Willlam’s court, were 1t possible
that his affans should call him thither But the only
thing about hum that could be fized upon as 1emaikable
was his staff, which boie the Iikeness of a great black
snake, - 50 curiously wiought that it might almost
be seen to swist and wiiggle 1itself like a living seipent.
This, of coutse, must have been an ocular deception, as-
sisted by the uncertamn hght

¢ Come, Goodman Biown,” cuied his fellow-traveller,
“this 1s "a dull place for the beginnmg of a journey
Take my staff, 1f you are so soon wemy”

¢ Fuend,” said the other, exchanging his slow pace for
a full stop, having kept covenant by meeting thee heze,
1t 15 my purpose now toietmrz whence I came I have
seruples touching the matter thou wot'st of.”

“ Sayest thou s0?” 1eplied he of the serpent, smmling
vpart.  “ Let us waik on, nevertheless, reasoning as vwe
go ; and 1f I convince thee not thou shalt tuin back,
We are but a hittle way n the forest yet.”

“Too far! too far!” exclamed the goodman, uncon-
sciously resuming his walk. ¢ My father nevér went into
the woods on such an errand, nor his father before him
We bhave been a 1ace of honest men and good Christians
since the days of the maityrs; and shall T be the fiist
of the name of Biown that ever took this path and
kept—-" B

“ Such company, thou wouldst say,” observed the
elder person, interpreting his pause  “ Well suid, Good-
man Brown! I have been as well acquamnted with your
family as with ever a one among the Puiitans, and that’s
no tifle tosay. I helped your grandfather. the constable,
when he lashed the Quaker woman so smartly thiough
the stieets of Salem , and 1t was I that brought your
father a pitch-pme knot, kindled at my own hearth, to
set fire to an Indian village, m King Philip’s war  They
were my good friends, both ; and many a pleasant walk
have we had along this path, and returned meinly after
midnight I would famn be fiiends with you for their sake ”
- “If1t be as thou sayest,” rephed Goodman Brown, “I
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maivel they never spoke of these mattcis ; or, vends, I
maivel not, seeing that the least 1umom of the cort
would have driven them fiom New England, Weare a
people of prayer, and good words to boot, and abide no
such wickedness ”

¢ Wickedness or not,” smd the traveller with the
twisted staff, “I have a very general acqguamtance here
m New England. The deacons of many a chuich have
drunk the communion wine with me; the sclect men of
diveis towns make me then chawrman; and a majority of
the Great and General Couit me firm sapporters of my
mterest. The governor and I, too——DBut these aie
state seciets ”

“Can this be s01” cried Goodman Brown, with a stare
of amazement at his undisturbed companion.  “ ITowbet,
1 have nothing to do with the goveinor and council ; they

_have then own ways, and are no rule foo a simple
husbandman like me But weie I to goon with thee,
how should I meet the eye of that good old man, om
minister, at Salem village? 0, his voice would make me
tremble both Sabbath day and lecture day.”

Thus far the elder traveller had histened with due
gravity , but now burst mto a fit of inmepressible mirth,
shaking himself so violently that his snakehike staff
actnally seemed to wiiggle in sympathy.

¢ Ha! ha ! ha!” shouted he again and again ; then
composing himself *Well, go on, Goodman Brown, go
on ; but, prithee, don’t-kill me with laughing.”

“Well, then, to end the matter at once,” said Good-
man DBiown, consideirably nettled, * there 1s my wife,
Faith. It would bieak Rer dear httle heart, and I'd
1ather bieak my own”

““ Nay, 1f that be the case,” answeled the other, © e'en
go thy ways, Goodman Brown. I would not fo1 twenty
old women hike the one hobbling before us that Faith
should come to any haim”

As he spoke, he pointed his staff at a female figure on
the path, in whom Goodman Biown recogmzed a very
pious and exemplary dame, who had taught him his cate-
chism in youth, and was still Ins moral and spiritual ad-
visel, jointly with the mrmister and Deacon Gookin,
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“A maivel, tiuly, that Goody Cloyse should be so far
m the wildeiness at mghtfall,” saud he “ But, with
your leave, fiiend, I shall take a cut through the woods
until we have left this Christian woman behind Bemng
a stianger to you, she might ask whom I was consorting
with and whither I was going.”

“Be 1t 50,” said s fellow-traveller. * Betake you to
the woods, and let me keep the path ’

Accordingly the young man turned aside, but took caie
to watch his companion, who advanced softly along the
10ad until he had come within a staff’s length of the old
dame She, meanwhile, was making the best of her way,
with singular speed for so aged a woman, and mumbling
some mdistmet words—a prayer, doubtless—as she went
* The traveller put forth his staff and touched her withered

neck with what seemed the serpent’s tail,

“The deval ! ” screamed the pious old lady.

“Then Goody Cloyse knows her old friend ?” observed
the tiaveller, confronting her and leaning on his writhing
stick

~ “Ah, forsooth’ and 1t 15 your worship mdeed 4” cried
the good dame, ¢ Yea, truly 13 1t, and 1 the very immage
of my old gossip, Goodman Brown, the grandfather of the
silly fellow that now is  But—would yom worship
~ believe 1t -—my broomstick hath strangely disappeared,
stolen, as I suspect, by that unhanged witch, Goody
Cory, and that, too, when I was all anonted with the
Juice of.smallage, and cinqueforl and wolf’s bane—"

“Nmgled with fine wheat and the fat of a new-boin
babe,” said the shape of old Goodman Biown

“ Ah, your worship kuows the recipe,” cried the old
lady, cackling aloud “So, as I was saymg, bemg all
1eady for the meeting, and no horse to 11de on, I made
up my mind to foot1t, for they tell me there is a nice
joung man to be taken mto commumon to-mgnt But
mnow your good woiship will lend me your arm, and we
shall be there m a twinkling.”

“That can hardly be,” answered her fiiend “I may
not_spue you my aim, Goody Cloyse ; but here 18 my
staff, 1f you will ?

So saymg, he thiew 1t down at her feet, wheie, per-
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haps, 1t assumed life, bemg one of the 1ods wiich ifg
owner had formerly lent to the Iigyptian magi.  Of this
fact, however, Goodman Brown could not take coguizance.
He had cast up Jus eyes i astonishment, and, looking
down azain, beheld neither Goody Cloyse nor the serpen-
tine stafl, but his fellow-tiaveller alone, who waited for
him as calmly as 1f nothing had happened

“That old woman taught me my catechism,” gaid the
young man , and there was a world of meanmg in thig
stmple comment,

They continued to walk onwad, while the clder
traveller exhorted his companion o make good speed
and pewsevere m the path, discoursing so aptly that his
arguments scemed 1ather to spring up m the hosom of
his auditor than to be suggested by Inmseclf. As they
went, he plucked a bianch of maple to serve for a walk-
ing stick, and began to stip 1t of the twigs and little
boughs, which were wet with evening dew. The moment
his fingers touched them they became stiangely withered
and dried up as with a week’s sunshine  Thus the par
proceeded, at a good free pace, until suddenly, in a
gloomy hollow of the road, Goodman Biown sat himself
down on the stump of a tice, and 1efused to go any
farther.

“Tuend,” said he, stubboinly, “my mmnd is made
up. Not another step will I budge on tlus errand.
What if a wictched old woman do choose to go to the
devil when I thought she was gomg to heaven 1s that
imy 1cason why I should quit my dear Faith and go after
rer }

“You will think better of this by and by,” smd his
acquamtance, composedly, ““Sit heie and iest yowmself
a while; and when you feel like moving agam, there is
my staff to help you along”

Without moie words, he threw his companion the
maple stick, and was as speedily out of sight as 1f he had
vagished into the deecpenmg gloom  The young man sat
a {§w moments by the ioadside, applauding himself
greatly, and thmking with how clear a conscience he
should\ meet the minister mm his morning walk, nor
shimk Qm the eye of good old Deacon Goolin. And

\




YOUNG GOODMAN BROWK. i

what calm sleep would be lus that very mght, which
was to bave been spent so wickedly, but so purely and
sweetly now, m the arms of Faith! Amudst these plea-
sant and praseworthy meditations, Goodman Brown heard
the tiamp of horses along the road, and deemed 1t advis-
able to conceal imself within the veige of the foiest,
conscious of the guilty purpose that had biought him
thither, though now so happily turned fiom 1t

On came the hoof tramps and the voices of the riders,
two grave old voices, conversing sobeily as they diew
near. These mingled sounds appeared to-pass along the
road, within a few yaids of the joung man’s hiding-
place, but, owmg doubtless to the depth of the gloom
at that paiticular spot, neither the tiavellers nor then
steeds were visible Though their figmies brushed the
small boughs by the wayside, 1t could not be scen that
they mteicepted, even for a moment, the famt gleam
from the stup of bught sky athwart which they must
have passed. Goodman Diown alteinately crouched and
stood on tiptoe, pulling aside the branches and thiusting
forth lus head as-far as he durst without discerning so
much as a shadow. It vexed hum the moe, because he
could have swoin, were such a thing possible, that he
recogmised the voices of the mimster and Deacen Gookin,
jogemg along quietly, as they were wont to do, when
bound to some ordination or ecclesiastical council  While
yet within hearing, one of the ridews stopped to pluck a
switch.

“Of the two, reverend su,” said the voice hke the
deacon’s, I had 1ather miss an ordination dinner than
to-might’s meeting  They tell me that some of our com-
mumty ate to be haie from Falmouth and beyond, and
others fiom Conunecticut and Rhode Island, besides
several of the Indian powwows, who, after thew fashion,
Lnow almost as much deviltry as the best of us  More-
over, theie 15 a goodly young woman to be taken mto
communion

“Mighty well, Deacon Gookm!” 1ephed the solenm
old tones of the romster. “Spwm up, ot we shall be
late  Notlung can be done, you know, until I get op
the giound ”
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The hoofs clattered again ; and the vowees, talhmg up
strangely 1 the empty an, passed on thiough the forest,
where no chmeh had ever been gathered or sobtary
Chustian prayed  Winther, then, could these holy men
be journcymg so deep mto the heathen wildeiness?
Young Goodman Biown caught hold of a tiee for sup-
port, bemng 1eady to sk down en the ground, funt and
overbuidened with the heavy sickness of lus heart
He looked up to the sky, doubtmg whether there 1eally
was a heaven above lum  Yet there was the blue arch,
and the stms bughtenmg m 1t

“With heaven above and Faith below, I will yet stand
fiim agamst the devil!” cried Goodman Brown

Whle he still gazed upward mto the deep aich of the
fimament and had lifted s hands to pray, a cloud,
though no wind was stning, hwmried acioss the zenith
and hid the brightenmng stars The blue sky was still
visible except ducetly overhead, where this black mass
of cloud was sweeping swiftly noithward, Aloft m the
air, as 1f fiom the depths of the cloud, came a confused
and doubtful sound of voices Once the listener fancied
that he could distinguish the accents of townspeople of
his own, men and women, both pious and ungodly, many
of whom he had met at the communion table, and had
scen otheis 11oting at the tavean. The next moment so
mdistmet were the sounds, he doubted whether he had
heard aught but the murmaur of the old forest, whisper-
mg without a wind. Then came a stronger swell of
those familiar tones, heaid daily in the sunshine at
Salem village, but never until now from a cloud of mght.
There was one voice, of & young woman, utterng lamen-
tations, yet with an uncertamn sorrow, and entieating for
some favour, which, perthaps, 1t would giteve her to ob-
tain; and all the unseen multitude, both samnts and
smners, seemed to encourage her onward

“Tarth'” shouted Goodman Biown, m a veice of
agony and desperation, and the echoes of the foiest
mocked him, crymg, “Faith! Faith I’ as if bewildered
wietches were seeking her all thiough the wilderness

The ory of giief, 1age, and terr01, was yet prercing the
night, when the unbappy husband held his bieath for a
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response. Thete was a scream, diowned 1mmediately n
a louder muimur of voices, fading mto far-oft laughter, as
the dark cloud swept away, leaving the clear and silent
sky above Goodman Biown  But sometlung fluttered
Iightly down through the amr and caught on the hianch
of a tree The young man seized it, and beheld a pink
1ibbon

“My Faith 15 gone!” ciuied he, after one stupefied
moment  “ There is no good on earth , and smn 1s but a
name Come, devil, for to thee 1s this world given.”

And, maddened with despan, so that he laughed loud
and long, did Goodman Biown gasp Ins staff and set
forth again, at such a 1ate that he seemed to fly along
the forest path rather than to walk o1 1un  The road
grew wilder and drearier and mme famntly traced, and
vanished at length, leaving him 1 the heart of the dark
wilderness, still rushing onward with the mstinet that - |
gwdes mortal man to evil. The whole forest was peo- .
pled with frightful sounds—the creaking of the trées,
the howling of wild beasts, and the yell of Indians,
while sometimes the wind tolled like a distant church
bell, and sometimes gave a broad roar aiound the trav-
eller, as 1f all Nature were Jlaughing him to scoin, But
he was bumself the chief horror of the scene, and shrank
not fiom its other horrors

“Ha' ha'! ha!” 10ared Goodman Brown when the
wind laughed at him. “Let us hear which will laugh
loudest Think not fo frighten me with your dewiltry
Come witch, come wizard, come Indian powwow, come
devil himself, and heie comes Goodman Brown. You
may as well fear him as he fear you ”

-In tiuth, all thiough the haunted forest theie could
be nothing mote fiightful than the figure of Goodman
Drown On he flew among the black pines, brandishing
his staff with fienzied gestures, now giving vent to an
mspiration of horiid blasphemy, and now shoutmg forth
such laughter as set all the echoes of the forest laughing
like demons around him. The fiend m-his own shape 18
less hideous than when he rages in the breast of man
Thus sped the demoniac on his course, until, quiverng
among the trees, he saw a red hight before him, as when



76 MOSSLS TROM AN OLD MANSL

the felled 11unks and branches of a cleaiing have been
set on fiie, and thhow up thewr lunid blaze aganst the
sky, at the hout of mudmght Tle paused, m a Inll of
the tempest that had diyven him onward, and heaid the
swell of what sceined a bhymn, rolhing solemnly fiom a
distance with the weight of many voices. Iie knew the
tune, 1t was a familiar one m the choir of the village
meeting house The veise died heavily away, and was
lengthened by a chorus, not of human vorees, but of all
the sounds of the bemighted wilderness pealing mn awful
harmony together. Goodman Biown cried out, and lus
cry was lost to us own ear by 1ts unison with the cry of
the desert

In the mterval of silence he stole forward until the
Light glazed full upon his eyes. At an extiemity of an
open space, hemmed m by the dark wall of the forest,
arose a 1ock, beanng some rude, natuial resemblance
either to an altar or a pulpit, and swirounded by fou
blazing pnes, their tops aflame, then stems untouched,
like candles at an eveming meeting  The mass of fohage
that had oveigiown the summit of the 10ck was all on
fire, blazing high mto the mght, and fitfully illuminating
the whole ficld Each pendent twig and leafy festoon
was m a blaze As the 1ed lhight arose and fell, a
numerous congregation alteinately shone forth, then dis-
appeatred m shadow, and agam giew, as 1t wete, out of
the darkness, peopling the hemt of the solitary woods at
once.

“A giave and daik-clad company,” quoth Goodman
Brown.

In tiuth they were such  Among them, quiveimg to
and fio between gloom and splendour, appeaied faces
that would be seen next day at the council boaid of the
. province, and otheis which, Sabbath after Sabbath, looked
devoutly heavenward, and bemgnantly over the crowded
pews, fiom the holiest pulpits i the land Some affirm
that the lady of the governor was there At least there
were high dames well known to her, and wives of
honomed husbands, and widows, a gieat multitude, and
ancient maidens, all of excellent 1epute, and fair young
girls, who trembled lest their motheis should espy them.,
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Esther the sudden gleams of light flashing over the ob-
scme field bedazzled-Goodwan Brown, or he recognised
a score of the church members of Salem village famous
for theit especial sanctity. Good old Deacon Gookin had
arrved, and watted at the sknts of that venerable samt,
hig 1evered pastor  But, nreveiently consorting with
these giave, 1eputable, and pious people, these elders of
the chuich, these chaste dames and dewy vngns, there
were men of dissolute Iives, and women of spotted fame,
wretches given over to all mean and filthy vice, and sus-
pected even of hoinid cuimes. It was stiange to see that
the good shrank not fivm™ the wicked, nor were the
smners abashed by the sawnts  Scattered also among
then palefaced enemies were the Indian priests, or pow-
wows, who had often scaied their native forest with more
ludeous mcantations than any known to English witch-
craft.

“ But wheie 1s Faith 1” thought Goodman Brown, and,
as hope came into his heart, he trembled

Another verse of the hymn arose, a slow and mournful -
strain, such as the pious love, but jomed to words which
expressed all that our nature can conceive of sin, and
darkly hmted at fa more  Unfathomable to meie
mottals 15 the lore of fiends Veise after verse was
sung , and still the choius of the desert swelled between
like the deepest tone of a mighty oigan, and with the
final peal of that dieadful anthem theire came a sound, as
if the 10mmg wind, the rushing streams, the howling
beasts, and every other voice of the unconverted wilder-
ness were mingling and according with the voice of guilty
man 1 homage to the prince of all The four blazing
pmes threw up a loftier flame, and obscuirely discovered
shapes and visages of horror on the smoke wieaths above
the impious assembly. At the same moment the fire on
the rock shot redly forth and foimed a glowing arch
above 1ts base, where now appeaied a figumie. With 1e-
verence be 1t spoken, the figure bore no shight similitude,
both in garb and manner, to some grave divine of the
New England chmches

“ Bung forth the converts!” cried a voice that echoed
thhough the field and rolled mto the forest
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At the word, Goodman Biown stepped forth fiom the
shadow of the trces and approached the congregation,
with whom he felt a I»athful brotherhood by the sympathy
of all that was wicked-in his heait He could have well
nigh swoin that the shape of his own dead father beckoned
him to advance, looking downwaid fiom a smoke wreath,
while a woman, with dim features of despar, thiew out
her hand to warn him back. Was it his mother? But
he had no power to 1etieat one step, nor to resist, even n
thought, when the mmister and good old Deacon (3oohin
seized his arms and led him to the blazing 10ck  Thither
came also the slender form of a veiled female, led between
Goody Cloyse, that pious teacher of the cateclism, and
Martha Carrier, who had 1ecerved the devil’s promise to
be queen of hell A iampant hag was she.  And theie
stood the proselytes beneath the canopy of fire.

“ Welcome, my childien,” smd the daik figure, “ to the

_communion of your i1ace Ye have found thus young
your x’mtule and your destiny. My childien, look behind
you !”

They turned , and flashing forth, as 1t were, 1n a sheet
of flame, the fiend woishippers were seen; the smle of
welcome gleamed darkly on every visage.

“Thete,” resumed the sable form, “a1e all whom ye
have 1eveienced fiom youth. Ye deemed them holier
than yowselves, and shiank from your own sin, contrast-
mg 1t with their lives of 1ighteousness and prayerful as-
puations heavenward. Yet heie are they all in my woi-
shipping assembly  Tlis might 1t shall be granted you to
know their seciet deeds ; how hoary-bearded eldeis of the
chwch have whispered wanton words to the young mads
of their households ; how many a woman, eager fo
widows’ weeds, has given her husband a,dimk at bedtime
and let him sleep his last sleep m her bosom , how beard-
less youths havemadehaste to mnheiit then father’s wealth;
and how farr damsels—blush not, sweet ones—have dug
httle graves n the garden, and bidden me, the sole guest,
to an infant’s funeral ~ By the sympathy of your human
hearts for s ye shall scent out all the places—whether
m church, bed-chambei, stieet, field, or forest—where
crime has been commutted, and shall exult to behold the
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whole ecarth one stam of guit, one mighty blood spot.
TFar more than this. It shall be youis to penetiate, n
every bosom, the deep mystery of s, the fountain of all
wicked aits, and which inexhaustibly supphies moie evil
mmpulses than human power—than my power atits ut-
most—can make manifest in deeds. - And now, my
children, look upon each other.”

They did so, and, by the blaze of the hell-kindled
torches, the wretched man beheld s Faith, and the wife
her husband, tiembling before that unhallowed altar.

“ Lo, there ye stand, my childien,” said the figuie, mn a
deep and solemn tone, almost sad with 1ts despanmg aw
fulness, as 1f lus once angelic natwe could yet mourn for
om miserable 1ace  “Depending upon one another’s
hearts, ye had still hoped that virtue were not all a dream.
Now aie ye undecetved Ewvil 1s the natuie of mankind
Evil must be your only happiness = Welcome agamn, my
childien, to the communion of your race.”

“ Welcome,” repeated the fiend woishippers, n one ey
of despur and tiiamph

And theie they stood, the only pair, as it seemed, who
were yet hesitating on the veige of wickednessin this
dark world A basin was hollowed, natwally, in the 10ck
Did 1t contam watel, 1eddened by the lund hight? or was
it blood ¢ or, perchance, a liquid flame? Heicin did the
shape of evil dip his hand and prepaie to lay the mark of
baptism upon their foreheads, that they mught be pai-
takers of the mystery of sin, more conscious of the secret
guilt of otheis, both 1n deed and thought, than they could
now be of then own. The husband cast one look at his
pale wife, and Faith at lim  What polluted wietches
would the next glance show them to each othe,
shuddering alike at what they disclosed and what they
saw !

“Fath! Faith!” cried the husband, “look up to
heaven, and 1esist the wicked one ”

Whether Faith obeyed, he kunew not  Haidly had Le
spoken when he found himself anmud calm night and soli-
tude, histening to a 10ar of the wind which died heavily
away through the forest e staggered agamnst the 10ck,
and felt 1t chill and damp, wlile a hanging twig, that had
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been all on fire, bespunkled s check with the coldest
dew ’

The next moining young Goodman Brown came slowly
mto the stieet of Salem village, starmg atound him like a
bewildered man, The good old mimster was taking a
walk along the graveyard to get an appetite for breakfast
and meditate his sermon, and bestowed a blessing, as he
passed, on Goodman Brown. He shrank fiom the vener-
able samt as 1f to avoid an anathema Old Deacon
Gookin was at domestic woirship, and the holy words of
n1s prayer were heard thiough the open window. * What
God doth the wizard pray to?” quoth Goodman Brown
Goody Cloyse, that excellent old Christian, stood in the
early sunshine at her own lattice, catechizing a little gnl
who had brought her a pint of mormng’smilk  Goodman
Brown snotched away the child as from the grasp of the
fiend himself Tuimng the corner by the meeting house,
he spied the head of Faith, with the pink ribbons, gazing
anxiously forth, and buisting mto such joy at sight of
him that she skipped along the street, and almost kissed
her husband before the whole village. But Goodman
Brown looked sternly and sadly into her face, and passed
on without a greetmg

Had Goodman Biown fallen asleep in the forest and
only dreamed a wild dream of a witch meeting ?

De 1t so, 1f you will, but, alas! it was a dieam of evil
omen for young Goodman Brown A stein, a sad, a dukly
meditative, a distrustful, if not a desperate man, did he
become fiom the might of that fearful dieam. On the
Sabbath day, when the congregation were singing a holy
psalm, he could not listen, because an anthem of sm
1ushed loudly upon his ear and diowned all the blessed
stramm  When the mmister spoke fiom the pulpit, with
power and fervid eloquence, and with his hand on the
open Bible, of the sacied truths of our religion, and of
samt-hike lives and tuiumphant deaths, and of future bliss
or nusery unuttciable, then did Goodman Biown tuin
pale, dicading lest the 100f should thunder down wupon
the grey blasphemer and lus heareis  Often, awaking
suddenly at mmdnmight, he shrank fiom the bosom of
Faith, and at morning or eventide, when the fammly knelt
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down at praye1, he scowled, and muttered to himself, and
gazed sternly at his wife, and tuined away. And when
he had lived long, and was borne to his giave, & homy
corpse, followed by Faith, an aged woman, and chnldien
and grandchildren, a goodly procession, besides neighbowms
not a few, they carved no hopeful verse upon s tomb-
gtone, for s dying hour was gloom



RAPPACCINT'S DAUCGHTER.
(From the writings of Aubépme ]

We do not remember to have seen any translated
specimens of the productions of M, de PAubépine—a fact
the less to be wondered al, aslus very name is unknown
to many of lus own countrymen as well as to the student
of foreign literatuie. Ag'g writer, he scems to occupy
an uufortunate position between the Transcendentalists
(who, under one name or another, have their shaie in all
the current literatwie of the voild) and the great body
of pen-and-mk men who addiess the intellect and sym-
pathies of the multitude, If not too refined, at nll events
too 1emote, too shadowy, and unsnbstantial 1n his modes
of development to suit the taste of the latter class, and
yet too popular to sabisfy the spuitual o metaphy sical
requisitions of the former, he must, necessauly find im-
self without an audience, exeept here and there an m-
dividual or possibly an 1colated cique  Ilis writmgs, to
do themjus tice, are not altogether destitute of fancy and
ovigmality ; they might have won him greater 1cputation
but for an mveteiate love of allego vy which is apt to in-
vest his plots and chaiacters with the aspeet of seener ¥
and people mn the clouds, and to sigq] away the human
waimth out of hig conceptions, Hig fictions are some-
times hxstomcn,l, sometimes of the Present day, and some-
times, so far as can be discovered, have nhitflo o1 no 16-

ference either to time orspace In any case, he gene ally

contents himself with g very shight eml,m,dery of outward

manner—ihe famntest possible countenfort of yeal life—
aad cndeavours to create an interest by some less obvious
Peculianity of the sulyect, Occasxommy a bieath of
Natute, a tamdrop of pathos and tende., ness, o1 a gleam

of humour will find 1ts way into the midgs of his fanrastic
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imagery, and make us feel as 1f, after all, we weie yet
within the limuts of owr native earth  'We will only add
to this very cursory notice that M. de VAubépine’s pro-
ductions, 1if the reader chance to take them in precisely
the proper puint of view, may amuse a leisme hour as
well as those of a brighter man ; 1f otherwise, they can
hardly fail to look excessively Iike nonsense

Ow autho1 18 voluminous; he continues to write and
publish with as much praiseworthy and indefatigable pro-
hixity as if his efforts were crowned with the biilliant
siceess that so justly attends those of Eugene Sue  His
finst appeamrance was by a collection of stories m a long
series of volumes entitled Contes deux fois racontées  The
titles of some of his mote 1ecent works (we quote from
memoty) ate as follows+ Le TVoyage Céleste & Chemin de
Fery 3 tom,, 1838. Le nouveau Pére Addam et la nouvelle
Meére Eve, 2 tom., 1839, Roderic, oule Serpent a Vestomac,
2 tom, 1840 ZLe Cuite du [Leu, a folio volume of pon-
derous 1esearch mnto the rehgion and ritual of the old
Peaisian Ghebers, published m 1841  Za Sowée du
Chateaw en ILspagne. 1 tom, 8vo, 1842, and L’diiiste
du Beaw , ou le Papllon Micamque, 3 tom, 4to, 1813
Our somewhat wemisome perusal of tlus starthing cata-
logue of volumes has left belind 1t a ceitam peisonal
nffection and sympathy, though by no means admuation,
for M de 'Aubépme, and we would famn do the hLitle m
our power towmds intioducing him favomably to the
Afneircan public.  The ensuing tale is a tianslation of
his Beatrice , on la Belle Emporsonneuse, 1ecently published
m La Revue anti-Aristocratiqgue This journal, edited by
the Comte de Bearhaven, has for some yeas past led the
defence of hiberal principles and popular nghts with a
faithfulness and aility worthy of all prase.

A young man, named Giovanni Guasconti, came, very
long ago, fiom the moie southein region of Italy, to pm-
sue his studies at the Umversity of Padua  Giovanny, ~
who had but a scanty supply of gold ducats m his pochet,
took lodgmgs in a high and gloomy chamber of an old
cdifice which looked not unworthy to have been the palace
of a Poduan noble, and which, in fact, exhibited over 1ts

i
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entiance the armorial bearings of a family long since
extinct. The young stranger, who was not unstudied in
the great poem of his countiy, recollected that one of
the ancestors of this family, and pethaps an occupant of
this very mansion, had been pictnied by Dante as a pai-
taker of the immortal agonies of his Inferno. These re-
mimiscences and associations, together with the tendency
to heartbieak natural to a young man for the first time
out of bug native spheie, caused Giovanni to sigh heawly as
he looked a1ound the desolate and :ll-furnished apartment.

“ Holy Virgin, signor!” cried old Dame Lasabetta,
“who, won by the youth’s remarkable beauty of peison
was kindly endeavouring to give the chamber a habitable
ar, “what a sigh was that to come out of a young man’s
heait ! Do you find this old mansion gloomy’ For the
love of ITeaven, then, put your head out of the window,
and you will sce as bught sunshine as you have left
Naples”

Guascont: mechanically did as the old woman adwised,
but could not quite agiee with her that the Paduvan sun-
shine was as cbeerful as that of southein Italy. Such asit
was, however, 1t fell upon a gaiden beneath the window -
and ecapended its fostermg influences on a varety of
plants, which scemed to have been cultivated with ex-
ceeding care

“Does this garden belong to the house?” asked Gio-
vanm

“ Heaven forbid, signor, unless 1t were fruitful of better
pot heibs than any that giow theic now,” answered old
Lisabetta ¢ No, that gmiden 1s cultivated by the ewn
hands of Signor Ghacomo Rappacemnt, the famous doctor,
who, I wartant hun, has been heard of as far as Naples

+ oo exedithat he distils these plants mnto medicines that,
A1C a5 POyng ag a charm  Oftentimes yon may see the
signor dochy ot work, and perchance the signora, his
daughte, é\ gathering the strange flowers that giow m
the gaiden ” ©
The old wdpan had now done what she could for the
aspeet of the Samber, and, commending the young man
to t(he Protectity of the samts, took her departure
GIOX‘"‘““‘ stllfound no better ocoupation €han to look
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down mto the gmden beneath his window. Iiom its ap-
pearance, he judged 1t to be one of those botanic gardens
which were of earthier date im Padua than elsewhete 1n
Ttaly or in the world. Or, not impirobably, 1t might once
have been the pleasure-place of an opulent famuly, for
there was the rum of a maible fountamn 1n the centre,
sculptured with rare art, but so woefully shattered ‘hat
it was mmpossible to trace the oiginal design from the
chaos of 1emaining fragments  The water, however, con-
imued to gush and sparkle mto the sunbeams as cheer-
fully as ever A lhttle gurgling sound aseended to the
young man’s window and made him feel as 1f the fountamn
were an mmmoital spit, that sung its song mnceasingly
and without heeding the vicissitudes around it, while one
century embodied 1t 1n maible’and another scattered the
perishable gaimture on the soill  All about the pool mto
which the water subsided giew various plants, that
seemed to requue a plentiful supply of moistme for the
nounishment of gigantic leaves, and, m some mstances,
floweis gorgeously nmgmficent. Theie was one shiub
partienlal, set in a maible vase in the midst of the pool,
that-bore a profusion of puiple blessoms, each of winch
had the lustie and 1ichuess of a gem ; and the whole to-
gether made a show so resplendent that 1t seemed enough
to illumnate the gaiden, even had there been no sun-
shime  Every poition of the soil was peopled with plants
and heibs, which, 1f less bheautiful, still bore tokens of
assiduous care, as i all bhad their mdividual wntues,
known to the scientific mind that fostered them Some
were placed mn uins, 1:ch with old caiving, and otheis n
common garden pots, some ciept serpent-like along the
ciound or chimbed on high, using whatever means of
ascent was offered them  One plant had wieathed atself
1ound a statue of Vertumnus, which was thus gmte veiled
aud shiouded 1 a dhapery of hanging foliage, so happily
arranged that it might have served a sculptor for a study.

While Giovanm stood at the window he heamd a rust-
ling behmnd & scireen of leaves, and became aware that a
parson was at work in the gmden His figure soon
emeiged mto wview, and, showed 1tself to be that of no
common Jabouiei, but g tall, emaciated, sallow, and

\
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sickly-lool.ng man, dressed m a scholai’s gaib of black. -
He was beyond the middle texm of Iife, with gicy ha, a
thin, grey beard, and a face smgularly marked with ntel-
lect and cultivation, but which could never, oven n his
more youthful “days, have expressed much warmth of
heart

Nothing could exceed the intentness with which this
scientific gardener exammed every shiub which giew n
his path , 1t seemed asif he was looking into thewr
mmost natme, making observations m 1egaxd to then
creative essence, and discovering why one leaf gew mm
this shape and another 1n that, and wherefore such and
such flowers” differed among themselves in hue and per-
fume, Neveirtheless, m spite of tlns deep mtellig-
ence on his part, theie was no approach to mtimacy be-
tween himself and these vegetable existences. On the
contiary, he avoided thewr actual touch or the direct
haling of then odours with a caution that impressed
Giovanni most disagreeably , for the man’s demeanom was
that of one walking among mahignant influences, such as
savage beasts, o1 deadly snakes, or evil spmits, which,
should he allow them one moment of licence, would wieak
upon him some ternible fatahty It was strangely fuight-
ful to the young man’s mmagmmation to see this an of
msecurity m a person cultivating a gairden, that most
stmple and mnocent of human toils, and which had been
alike the joy and labour of the unfallen parents of the
1ace  Was this gaiden, then, the Iiden of the piesent
world? And this man, with such a perception of haim
in what his own hands caused to grow—was he the Adam?

The distrustful gardener, while plucking away the dead
leaves or pruning the too luxutiant growth of the shrubs
defended his hands with a paiwr of thick gloves Nor were
these his only armour When, m s walk thiongh the
gaiden, he came to the magmificent plant that hung its
puiple gems beside the marble fountam, he placed a kind
of mask over hus mouth and nostrils, as1f all this beauty
did but conceal a deadher mahce; but, finding his task
still too dangerous, he diew back, 1emoved the mask, and

talled loudly, but m the mfim voice of a peison affected
wh mnwaird disease—
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“ Beatrice ! Beatrice !”

“Here am I, my father. What would you'?” ciied a
11ch and youthful voice from the wmdow of the opposite
house—a voice as 1ich as a tiopical sunset, and which
made Giovanni, though he knew not why, thmk of deep
hues of purple or erimson and of perfumes heavily delect-
able ‘ Are you m the garxden }”

“Yes, Beatiice,” answercd the gardener, “and I need
your help ”

Soon theie emeiged from under a sculptured portal
the figme of a young gnl, airayed with us much 11chness
of taste as the most splendid of the flowers, beautiful as
the day, and with a bloom so deep and vivid that one
ghade more would have been too much She looked
redundant with life, health, and energy ; all of which
attributes were bound down and compressed, as it were,
and gndled tensely, m their luxuiiance, by her vngm
zone, Yet Giovannr's fancy must have grown moibid
while he looked down 1nto the garden ; for the impression
which the fan stianger made upon him was as if here
wele another flower, the human sister of those vegetable
ones, as beautiful as they, more beautiful than the richest
of them, but still to be touched only with a glove, nor to
be approached without a mask. As Beatiice came down
the garden path, it was observable that she handled and
mhaled the odomt of seveial of the plants which her
father had most sedulously avoided

“ Here, Beatrice,” smd the Iatter, “ see how many need-
ful offices 1equne to be done to omr chief treasme. Yet,
shattered as I am, my life might pay the penalty of
approaching it so closely as enncumstances demand Hence-
forth, I fea1, this plant must be consigned to your sole
charge ”

“ And gladly will I undertake 1t,” cried agam the rich
tones of the young lady, as she bent towards the magnifi-
cent plant and opened her aims as if to embiace it
“ Yes, my sister, my splendour, 1t shall be Beatrice’s task
to nurse and seive thee , and thou shalt reward her with'
thy kisses and perfumed bieath, which to her is as the
Dreath of hfe.”

Then, with oll the tenderness n her manner that was
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so atmkingly expressed m her words, she busied hersell
with such attentions ag the plant seemed to requue ; and
Giovanut, at Ins lofty window, 1ubbed Ins eyes, and alinast
doubted whathet 1t were a gul tending her faveurite
flower, or one sistor performmg the duties of affection to
anothet  The sceno soon termunated.  Whetner D
Rappacemn had fimshed his Iabours 1 the gaiden, or that
his watchful eye had caught the stianger’s face, he now
took lus daughter's aum and 1etued.  Night was already
closing n ; oppressive exhalations scemed to proceed from
the plants and steal upward past the open wmdow ; and
Giovanm, closing the lattice, went to s couch and
dreamed of a rich flower and beantiful ghl.  Flower and
maidon were different, and yet the same, and fraught with
some strange penl in either shape.

But theie 1s an influence mn the hight of morning that
tends to rcetify whatever emors of faney, or even of
judgment, we may have incurred duning the sun’s decliue,
or among the shadows of the night, o1 1n the less whole-
gsome glow of moonshine  Giovanm’s first movement, on
starting from sleep, was to thiow open the window and
gaze down mto the garden which s dreams had made so
fertile of mysteties  He was swiprised, and a httle
ashamed, to find how 1eal and matter-of-fact an affur it
moved to be, in the first rays of the sun wineh gilded the
dowdrops that hung upon leaf and blossom, and, while
giving o brighter beauty to each 1aie flower, brought
overy thing within the hmts of oidmary eapeiience.
The young man 1cjoiced that, in the heart of the barren
city, he had the purvilege of overlooking tlus spot of
Jovely and Iuxuniant vegetation. It would serve, he said
to himself, as a symbolic language to keep him in com-
munion with Natwme Neither the sickly and thought-
worn Dr Giacomo Rappaceiny, 1t is tiue, nor lus brlliant
daughte1, were now visible , so that Giovanmi could not
determine how much of the singulanty which he attii-.
buted to both was due to then own quahties and how
much to Ius wonder-working faney ; but he was inclined
to take a most 1ational view of the whole matter. -

In the comise of the day he paid lus respects to Signor
Pietro Baghony, professor of medicine i the umveisity,
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2 physician of ‘emment 1epute, to whom Grovanni had
brought a letter of mtioduction The professor was an
clderly personage, appatently of gemial nature and habits
that might almost be called jovial. He kept the young
man to dinner, and made hnuself very agreeable by the
freedom and livelmess of his conversation, especially
when waimed by a flask or two of Tuscan wine.
Giovanny, conceiving that men of science, mhabitants of
the same city, must needs be on famihar terms with one
another, took an opportumty to mention the name of Di.
Rappaceim1  But the pofessor did not respond with so
.much cordiality as he had anticipated.

“I11 would 1t become a teacher of the divine ait of
medicine,” said Professor Pietio Baglioni, m answer to a
question of Giovammi, ‘‘to withhold due and well-con-
sidered praise of a-physician so emimently skilled as
Rappaceini , but, on the other hand, T should answer 1t
put scantily to my conscience were I to permit a worthy
youth like yourself, Signor Giovanni, the son of an
ancient friend, to 1mbibe erroncous ideas 1espectmg a
man who mght hereafter chance to hold your life and
death mn his hands The truth is, om woishipful D1
Rappaceim has as much seience as any member of the
faculty—with perthaps one single exception—in Padua, or
all Italy , but there aie certaim giave objections to his
professional character.”

“ And what are they?” asked the young man.

“Ilas my firend Giovanm any discase of body or heart,
that he is so mqusitive about physicians 1” smd the pro-
fessor, with a smile  “But as for Rappaccini, 1t is smd
of him—=and I, who know the man well, can answer for
its truth—that he eares infinitely more for science than
for mankind  His patients are interesting to him only
as subjects for some new expeniment. He would sacrifico
human life, s own among the rest, o1 whatever else
was deaiest to him, for the sake of adding so much asa
giain of mustard seed to the great heap of his accumu-
lated knowledge ”

«Methmks he 15 an awful man mdeed,” 1emarked
Guasconti, mentally recalling the cold and purelv mntel-
lectual aspect of Rappuccxm. “And yet, worshipful
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professor, 15 16 not a noble spirit 1 Are there mauny men
capable of eo spiritual « love of science 17

“God forhid,” ansvered the professor, somewhat testily;
“at least, unless they take vounder views of the heding
art than thosze adopted by Rappuecini Tt 15 his theory
that all medwimal vittues are compriced within thowe
snbstances which we tenin wegetable poisons.  Theae he
cultivates with his own hands, and 18 sarl even 1o have
produced new vatieties of poron more horribly dddctenions
than Natwe, without the assictance of this learned
person, wonld ever have plagzued the world withal
That the signor dector does less miscluef than might be
cxpeeted with such dangerons substaness, is undenmble.
Now and then, it must be owned, he has eficeted, o
seemed to effect, a marsellous cute, but, to tell yon y
private mimd, Signor Groveuni, he should 1ceeive hittle
credit for such mstances of sncee~s—they buny probably
the work of chance,—but should bz held stiictly acecount-
able for his fatlwres, which may justly be considered his
own work”

The youth might have taken Daghioni’s opinions with
many gramns of allowance had he known that there was o
professtonal wnifure of long contmunnce between him
and D1, Rappaceni, m which the Iatter was generally
thought to have gnined tho advantage  If the rcader b2
inelincd to judge for lumself, we 1cfer him to certain
black-letter tracts on both sides, preserved n the medical
department of the Umiversity of Padua.

“I know not, most leained purofessor,” 1eturned Gio-
vanny, after musing on what had been smd of Rappaceni’s
exclusive zeal for science,—“1 know not how dearly this
physician may love Ins art, but suiely there is one object
more dear to him. He has a daughter”

““Ahal” cried the professor. with a laugh  “So now
our fiiend Giovanni’s secret is out. Yon have heard of
thig daughter, whom all the young men m Padua aie
wild about, though not half a dosen have cver had the
good hap to see her face. I know httle of the Sirnora
Beatrice save that Rappaceini is smd to have mstructed
her deeply in us science, and that, young aud beautiful
as fawe 1eports her, she 18 alieady qualfied to fill a pro-
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fesso’s chair,  Perchance her father destines her for
mine ! Other absurd rumours there be, not worth talk-
mg about or listening to So mow, Signor Giovanm,
diisk ofl your glass of lachiyma ”

Guasconti 1ctuined to his lodgmngs somewhat heated
with the wine he had quafed, and which caused his brain
to swim with strange fantasies in 1eference to i
Rappaceim and the beautiful Beatiice On lus way,
happening to pass by a florist’s he bought a fresh bouguet
of flowers.

Ascendmg to his chamber, he seated himself near the
window, but within the shadow thrown by the depth of
the wall, so that' he could look down into the gaiden
with Iittle 1isk of bemng discovered  All beneath his eve
~was a solitude  The strange plants were bashing m the
sunshine, and now and then nodding gently to one
another, as if m ackuowledgment of sympathy and
hindied In the nudst, by the shattered fountam, grew
the magnihcent shrub, with its purple gems clusteing
all over 1t} they gloned m the an, and gleamed back
agaan out of the depths of the pool, which thus scemed
to overflow with coloured radiance from the rich 1eflection
that wos steeped m it At first, as we bave samd, the
garden was a sohtude  Soon, however—as Giovanm had
half hoped, half feared, would be the case—a figure ap-
peared beneath the antique seulptured portal, and came
down between the 10ws of plants, mhaling their vaiious
perfumes as 1f she weie one of those bemgs of old classie
fable that lived upoa sweet odours. On again beholding
Beatuiee, the young man was even startled to peiccive
how much her beauty exceeded his recollection of 1t =0
brlhant, so vivid, was its character, that she glowed
amd the sunhght, and, as Giovani whispered to hunself,
positively illummated the more shadowy intervals of the _
garden path  Her face bemg now more revealed than
on the former occasion, he was struck by its expression
of simplicity and swectness—qualities that had not
entered mnto s idea of her character, and which made him
nsk anew what manner of mortal she might be.  Nor did
hie faal again to abserve, or imagine, an analogy between
the beantiful girl and the gorgeous shrub that hung ity
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gemblike flowers over the fountam—a 1esemblance which
Beatiice seemed to have mdulged a fantastic humom 1n
heightening, both by the anzangement of her diess and
the selection of 1ts hues

Approaching the shiub, she thiew open her arms, as
with a passionate adowr, and diew 1ts branches mto an
mtimate embrace—so ntimate that her featwies were
lndden m 1ts leafy bosom, and her ghstening 1inglets all
mtermingled with the flowers

“Give me thy breath, my sister,” exclaimed Beatiice ;
“for I am famt with common air, And give me this
flower of thine, which I separate with gentlest fingers
from the stem and place 1t close beside my heart.”

With these words the beautiful daughter of Rappaceim
plucked one of the 1ichest blossoms of the shiub, and
wag sbout to fasten 1t m her bosom  But now, unless
Giovanni's diaughts of wine had bewildered his senses, a
singular meident occtuized A small orange-coloured
1eptile, of the lizard or chameleon speeies, chanced to be
creeping along the path, just at the feet of Deatiice. It
appeared to Giovanni—but, at the distance fiom which
he gazed, he could scaicely have seen any thing so
minute—1t appeared to him, however, that a diop or
two of moistuze fiom the broken stem of the flower de-
scended upon the lizard’s head, Tor an instant the
reptile contorted itself violently, and then lay motionless
m the sunshime  Beatiice obseived this i1emarkable
phenomenon, and crossed herself, sadly, but without
surpuise , nor did she therofore hesitate to arange the
fatal flower m her bosom Theie 1t blushed, and almost
ghmmered with the dazzling effect of a precious stone,
addmg to her dress and aspect-the one appropriate chaim
which nothing else m the woild could bave supphed:
But Giovanni, out of the shadow of s window, bent
forward and shiank. back, and murmuied and trembled.

“Am I awake? Have I my senses?” said he to him-
self  “What 1s this being? Beautiful shall T call her,
or mexpiessibly ternible $”

Beatiice now stiayed carelessly through the gaiden,
approaching closer beneath Giovannr’s window, so that he
was compelled to thiust his head quite out of 1fs conceal-

—
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ment fa order to gl the intense and pamful ewiosity
which sbo exgated, At tlos nimment there came o beant-
ful mmect wer the prudon wally it had, perhaps, wandered
thrauch the eity, aud found no fowars or verdure smony
thoaz ;ntsq e haunt= of men until the hoavy perfomes
of Py Rappaceing's shand § had Jured it from atr Withe
cut alochtme on the Hwers slis singed brichtnees ccemed
1o Le attrinted be Bedree, and lmgered in the ait and
fluttired about hor hin?t New, hero it conld not be
but tht Gievannd Guasemtts exes deedived hun Be
that as it nizhy, he fnded thad winde Beatiice was
;:.’winf: at the meo bt wath chaddidh debght, it e faint
sand fodl st her St B Taiehd woings ghovered ) i was
depde—{rom no crtee that he eonhl diccern, nnless it
were the atmeephiore of her beeath Aszam Buatries
croswl herelf and sighed bowsidy 2, sthe bent oner the
dead insect.

An impad=ive movement of G mnd drev hier eyen o
B window,  Theee she bohedd the beantiful hovi of the
youty man—rher o GrecC o an Ttalian head, with
fair, rogulu fertures and a gistunioy of gold smong i,
rineletee—mzne dovn np n her ke a o that hoverdd
fa mid alr Searcely Toovang wliot he did, Grovanm thros
down the houquet which be hvd Bitherts heldan bis Jimd,

@ Suenors,” sad by Ythere wte pme nnd hc:ﬂ‘hfx‘}
fliowers  Wear them for the suke of Girvanni Goaceonty,”

“Phenks, sigm,” teplad Bodmee, sath her nich voree,
that came fardh as b were hhe g such of muse, und with
a warthful capre-sen half elildeh end hall wowanhike,
“1 preept yonr mft, and wenld fun wecompense it with
s ey ons purple fonar; but, af T tues 1t mio the sy
1t aill not scaeh o So Bymor Guereontt st even
content Inmeelf v ith my thanle’

She hifted the bougquet from the ground, and then, as
if mwvardly ashamed st having stepped aade from her
maidenly reserve to 1e pawd to n stranger’s gieetmg,
passed swiftls homeward thy moh the gf\rdrn But, few
#s the mamcnts were, it seented to Giovanm, when sho
was on the pont of vamishing beneath the <culptmed
porta), thut his beautiful bouquet was already beginnmg
to wither in her grasp, It was an adle thonght ; theie

[
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Sometimes he endeavoured to assuage the fever of hus
spirit by a 1apid walk thiough the sticets of Padua or
beyond 1ts gates . lus footsteps kept time with the throb-
bings of his bram, so that the walk was apt to accelerate
itsclf to a race  One day he found himself arrested ; his
aim was seized by a portly personage, who had tuined
back on recogmzing the young man and expended much
bieath 1n oveirtakmg him,

“Signor Giovanmi! Stay, my young fizend!” ciied he
“Have you forgotten me? That might well be the case
if T were as much altered as yourself ”

It was Bagliom, whom Giovanmi had avoided ever
since therr first meeting, from a doubt that the professor’s
sagacity would look too deeply mnto his seciets  Endeav-
owring to 1ecover himself, he stared forth wildly from his
inner world mto the outer one and spoke like a man m a
dream

“Yes; I am Giovanm Guascontt You are Professo
Pietro Baghoni Now let me pass!”

“ Not yet, not yet, Signor Giovanm Guasconts,” sad
the professor, smiling, but at the same time scrutimizing
the youth with an earnest glance ¢“What! did I grow
up side by side with your father? and shall his son pass
me hike a stranger 1n these old stieets of Padua? Stand
still, Signor Giovanni, for we must have a word o1 two
befoie we part.”

“ Speedily, then, most worshipful profescor, speedily,”
sad Giovanmi, with feverish impatience  “Does not your
worship see that I am 1n haste 1”

Now, while he was speaking there came a man m
black along the stieet, stooping and moving fecbly like o
peison innferzor health Hig face was all overspiead
with a most sickly and sallow hue, but yet so pervaded
with an expiession of prercing and active intellect that an
observer might easily have overlooked the merely physical
attiibutes and have seen only this wonderful eneagy  As
he passed, this person exchangeda cold and distant salu-
tation with Baglions, but fixed his eyes .upon Giovanm

with an intentness that seemed to biing out whatever
was withmn him worthy of notice Nevertheless, theie
~ was a pecubiar quietness m the look, as if taking
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meiely a speculative, not a human, mterest mn the young
man -

“Tt 15 D1. Rappaceim !” whispered tho professor when
the stianger had passed ¢ Has he ever seen your face
before 1 ”

“ Not that I know,” answered Giovanni, stmiting at
-the name.

“Ile has scen you' he must have seen you!” said
Baglioni, hastily  “ For some purpose or other, this man
of science 18 makimng a study of you I know that look of
his! Itis the same that coldly illurnimates his face as he
bends over a bird, a mouse or a butterfly ; which, m puisu-
ance of some experiment, he has killed by the peifume of
a flower, alook as deep as Nature itself, but without
Natuie’s waimth of love Signor Giovanm, I will stake
my Iife upon 1t, you aze the subject of one of Rappaceint’s
experiments !

“1¥ill you make a fool of me?” cried Giovanni, passion-
ately. ¢ Zhat, signor professor, weie an untoward experi-
ment ”

“Patience ! patience!” 1eplied the impeirtmbable pro-
fessor, “I tell thee, my poor Giovamni, that Rappacenu
has a scientific inteirest mn thee Thou hast fallen mto
fearful hands! And the Signoia Beatiice—what part
does she act m this mystery 17

But Guasconti, inding Baghom's pertinacity mtolerable,
heie bioke anay, and was gone before the professor could
agam seize lus arm e looked after the young man in-
tently and shook s head.

“This must not be,” said Baglion: to himself ¢ The
youth 1s the son of my old firend, and shall not come to
any haim from which the aieana of medical science can
preserve him  Desides, 1t is too msufferable an imper tin-
ence 1n Rappacemi thus to snateh the lad out of my own -
hands, as T may say, and make use of him for his mmfernal
experiments  This daughter of st It shall be looked
to  Perchance, most leained Rappacemy, I may foil you
where you little dieam of 1t!”

Meanwhile Giovanni had pursued a cicuitous 1oute,
and at length found himself at the dooi of nus lodgings,
As hie crossed the thieshold he was met by old Lisabetta,

— 3
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who smirked and smiled, and was evidently desirons to
attract us attention , vamnly, however, as the ebullition of
his feelings had momentarily subsided into a cold and dul]
vacuity. He turned his eyes full upon the withered face
that was puckering itself mto a smmle, but seemed to be-
hold 1t not The old dame, therefore, laxd her giasp upon
his cloak .

“Signor ! signor!” whispered she, still with a smile
over the whole breadth of her visage, so that 1t looked not
unlike a grotesque carving 1n wood, darkened by centuries
“Listen, signor! Theie 1s a private entrance into the
garden!”

“What do you say?” exclumed Giovanni, turning
quickly about, as if an manimate thing should start into
feveush ife  “ A private entiance mto Dr. Rappacomnr’s
gardent”

“Hush! hush! not so loud!” wluspered ILisabetta.
putting her hand over his mouth  “Yes; into the wor-
shipful doctor’s garden, wheie you may see all his fine
shiubbery, Many a young man in Padua would give
gold to be admtted among those flowers ” i

Giovanm put a piece of gold mto her hand

¢ Show me the way,” smd he.

A surmisc, probably excited by bis conveisation with
Baghony, crossed s mind, that this interposition of old
Lisgbetta might perchance be connected with the mtrigue
whatever were 1ts nature, m which the professor seemed
to suppose that Dr. Rappacemi was mvolving him.  But
such a suspicion, though 1t disturbed Giovanni, was in-
adequate to 1estram him  The mstant that he was aware
of the possbility of approaching Beatiice, 1t seemed an
absolute necessity of his existence to do so It mattered
not whether she were angel o1 demon , he was irtevoeably
withim her sphere, and must obey the Jaw that whnled
him onward, n everlessemng circles, towaids a result
which he did not attempt to foreshadow ; and yet, strange
to say, there’ came across him a sudden doubt whether
this mtense interest on lus part were not delusory ;
whether 1t were 1eally of so deep and positive a nature as
to justify him m now thiusting hunself 'into an nealeul-
able position , whether 1t weire not merely the fantasy of

G
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fume ; and sometimes: methinks T would fam 1id myself
ofeven that small knowledge Theie aic many flowers
here, and those not the least brilhant, that shock and
offend me when they meet my eye. DBut pray, signor, do
not beheve these stoiles about my science Beheve
nothing of me save what you see with your own eyes”

“And must I believe all that I have scen with my own
eyes?” asked Giovammi, pomtedly, while the recollection
of foomer scenes made him shunk, “ No, signoia ; you
demand too hittle of me.” Bid me believe nothing save
what comes fiom your own lips.” .

It would appear that Beatiice understood him  Wnere
came g deep flush to her cheek, but she looked full mnto
Giovannr’s eyes, and responded to lus gaze of uneasy
suspieion with a queenlike haughtiness

“T do so bid you, signor,’ ’ she iephed. ¢ Forgei-, what-
ever you may have fancied in1egaid to me If ‘tiue to
the outward senses, still 1t may be false in 1ts esgence,
but the words of Beatrice Rappacemi’s hips ate tiue fiom
the depths of the heart outward. Those you may be.
lieve ”

A fervour glowed 1 her whole aspect and beamed upon
Grovannt's consciousness like the ight of truth itself, but
while she spoke there was a fiagiance mm the atmosphere
around her, rich and delightful, though evanescent, yet
which the young man, from an indefinable 1cluctance,
scarcely dared to diaw into us lungs It might be the
odour of theflowers  Could 1t be Beatrice’s breath which
thus embalmed her words with a strange 1ichness, as if
by steeping them in her hemat? A famntness passed like
a shadow over Giovann: and flitted away, he seemed to
gaze through the beautiful gul's eyes mto her tianspaient
soul, and felt no moze doubt or fear.

The tinge of passion -that had colomed Beatrice’s
manner vanished » she -became gay, and appeared to de
nive a puie delight fiom her communion with the youth,
not unlike what the maiden of a lonely 1sland might have
felt conversing with a voyager from the crvilized woild
Ewvidently her experience of hife had been confined withn
the hmts of that gniden  She talked now about matteis
as simple as the daylight o1 summer clouds, and now
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ashed questions in 1eference to the city, or Giovannr's
distant home, lus fizends, his mother, and his sisters—
questions indicating such seclusion, and such lack of
famlianity with modes and forms, that Giovanniresponded
as if to an mfant  Ifer spint gushed out before him hike
o fiesh nll that was just catching its first glimpse of the
sunlight and wondeimg ab the 1eflections of eaith' and
tky which weie flung mto its bosom  There came
thoughts, too, from a deep souice, and fantasies of a gem-
like bulhancy, as if diamonds and rubies spmkled up-
ward among the bubbles of the fountamn. Ever and anon
theie gleamed acioss the young man’s mind a sense of
wonder that he should be wallking side by side with the
bemng who had so wiought upon lis mmagmation, whom
he had idealized 1n such hues of terior, m whom he had
positively witnessed such manifestations of dieadful attii-
butes—that he should be conversing with Beatrice like a
biother, and.should find her so human and so maidenhike
But such 1eflections were only momentary , the effect of
her chatacter was too real not to make itself familiar at
once
In tlus fiee intercourse they had strayed through the
garden, aund now, after many turns among its avenues,
weie come to the shattezed fountam, beside which grew
the maguificent shiub, with its tieasury of glowing
blgssoms A fragiance was diffused friom 1t which Gio-
vanni 1ecogiused as identical with that which he had at-
tubuted to Beatiice’s breath, but mcomparably more
powerful  As her eyes fell upon it, Giovanm beheld her
press her hand to her Losom as if her heart weie thiob-
bmg suddenly and pamfully
“TFor the fitst time m my hfe,” mwmuied she, addiess-
g the shrub, “T had forgotten thee ”
© “Iiemember, signora,” smid Giovanui, “that you once
promused to 1eward me with one of these hving gems for
the bouguet which I had the happy boldness to fling to
you feet Peimit me now to pluck 1t as a memorial of
~ this wterview.”
IIe made a step towmds the shinb with extended
hand , but Beatiieg daited fornard, uttering a shriek that
went thiough Ins heat like a dagger. She caught his

[
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hand and drew 1t back with the whole foirce of her slender
figure. Giovanm felt her touch thiilling through lns fibres

“Pouch 1t not!” exclaimed she, in a voice of agony.
““Not for thy life! It 1s fatal!” .

Then, hiding her face, she fled fiom him and vanished
beneath the sculptured poital. As Giovanni followed
her with his eyes, he beheld the emaciated figure and
pale mntelligence of Dr. Rappacein, who had been watch-
g the scene, he knew not how long, within the shadow
of the entiance

No sooner was Guasconti alone m his chamber than
the 1mage of Beatrice came back to his passionate mus-
ngs, mvested with all the witchery that had been gather-
mg around it ever sice his fitst glimpse of ber, and now
likewise imbued with a tender warmth of gulish woman-
hood. She was human ; her nature was endowed with
all gentle and feminine qualities, she was worthiest
1o be worshipped ; she was capable, surcly on her part,
of the height and heroism of love Those tokens which
he had hitherto considered as proofs of a fiightful peculi-
auty m her physical and moral system were now erther
forgotten or by the subtle sophistry of passion tiansmitted
into a golden crown of enchantment, 1endermng Beatiice
the more admnable by so much as she was the more -
umque  Whatever had looked ugly was now beautiful ;
or, if 1ncapable of such a change, it stole anay and hud
itself among those shapeless half ideas which throng the
dim 1egion beyond the daylhight of our perfect conscious-
ness. Thus did he spend the night, no1 fell asleep until
the dawn had begun to awake the slumbening floweis mn
Dr. Rappaccinr’s garden, wluther Giovannrs dieams
doubtless led him. Up 10se the sun in his due season,
and, flingmg his beams upon the young man’s eyelids,
awoke him to a gense of pain.  When thoroughly a1oused,
he became sensible of a burning and tmghng agony 1n
his hand—m his 1ght hand~—the very hand which
Beatiice had giasped in her own when he was on the
point of plucking one of the gemlike flowers On the
back of that hand there was now a purple print like that

of four small fingers, and the likeness of a slender thumb

upon his wiist,
N
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0, how stubbornly does love—or even that cunping
semblance of love which flourishes m the imagination, but
strikes no depth of root mto the heart—how stubbornly
does 1t hold its faith until the-moment comes when 1t 18
doomed to vamsh mto thin mist ! Giovanni wiapped a
handkerchuief about his hand and wondered what evil
thing had stung him, and soon forgot his pain ma reverie
of Beatrice.

After the fitst interview, a second was 1n the evitable
comse of what we call fate. A third, a fomith; and a
meeting with Beatrice in the garden was no longer an
meident m Giovanni’s daily life, but the whole space 1n
which he might be said to Iive, for the anticipation and
memo1y of that ecstatic hour made up the 1emainder
Nor .was 1t otherwise with the daughter of Rappaccim
She watched for the youth’s appearance and flew to his
gide with confidence as umeserved asif they had been
playmates from early mfuncy—as 1f they were such play-

* mates still. If, by any unwonted chance, he failed to
come at the appomnted moment, she stood beneath the
window and sent up the rich sweetness of her tones to
float around him in his chamber and echo and reverberate
thioughout his heart ¢ Giovanmi! Giovanm! Why
tarriest thou! Come down!” And down he hastened
mto that Eden of poisonous flowers :

But, with all this intunate famihiarity, there was still a
1eserve 1 Beatrice’s demeanour, so 11gidly and mvariably
sustamed that the idea of infringing 1t searcely ocecurred
to his imagination. By all appreciable signs, they loved;
they had looked love with eyes that conveyed the holy

. secret fiom the depths of one soul into the depths
of the other, as 1f 1t were too sacred to be whispered by
the way , they had even spoken love mn those gushes of
passion when thewr spuits darted forth in articulated
breath like tongues of long hidden flame, and yet there
_had been no seal of hips, no clasp of hands, nor any

" shghtest caress such as love clums and hallows  He bad
never touched one of the gleammg 1inglets of her hair;

. her garment—so marked was the physical bairier between

. them—had never been waved against hin by a breeze,

On the few occasions when Giovanm: had seemed tempted

-
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to overstep the limit, Beatrice giew so sad, so ftein and
withal wore such a look of desolate separation, shudder-
mg at atself, that not a spoken word was iequisite to
1epel hun, At such times he was startled at the hornible
suspicions that 10se, monstei-hke, out of the caveins of
his heart and stared hum 1 the face, his love gr w thin
and famt as the morming mist; his doubts alone hd sub-
stance But when Beatiice’s face brightened again after
the momentary shadow, she was tiansformed at once
fiom the mysterious, questionable being whom he had
watched with so much awe and hoiror, she was now the
beantiful and unsophisticated girl whom he felt that his
spiit knew with a certanty beyond all other knowledge

A considerable time had now passed since Giovannt’s
last meeting with Baglhion1  One moiming, however, he
was disagieeably surpused by a visit fiom the professor,
whom he had scarcely thought of for whele wecks, and
would willmgly have forgotten still longer  Given up as
he had long been to a pervading excitement, he counld
tolerate no companions except upon condition of then
perfect sympathy with his present state of feelmg  Such
sympathy was not to be expected from Professor Baghom

The wisitor chatted catelessly for a few moments about
the gossip of the city and the umiveisity, and then took
up another topie

“J have been reading an old classic author lately,”
said he, “and met with a story that stiangely mteiested
me Possibly you may 1emember it It s of an Indian
prince, who sent a beautiful woman as a present to
Alexander the Gieat. She was as lovely as the dawn and
gorgeous as the sunset but what especially distmguished
her was a cettamn 11¢h perfume 1 her breath—11cher than
a gmaden of Persian 10ses  Alexander, as was natmal to
a youthful conqueror, fell 1n love at first sight with this
magnificent stianger , but a ceitain sage physician,
happenmmg to be present, discovered 2 tenible secret in
regard to her.”

“And what was that?” asked Giovanni, turning his
eyes downwaid to avoid those of the professor .

“That this lovely woman,”* contmued Baglioni, with
emphasis, “had been nowished with poisons fiom her



RAPPACCINTS DAUGHTER. 105

birth upward, until her whole nature was so imbued with
them that she hersclf had become the deadhest poison in
existence Poison was her element of Iife  With that
rich perfume of her breath she blasted the very air  Her
love would have been poison--her embrace death. Is
not this a maivellous tale 3”

“A childish fable,” answered Giovanni, nervously
starting from his chann ~ “Imaivel how your worshipfinds
time to 1cad such nonsense among your graver studies ”

By the by,” said the professor, looking uneasily about
him, *what smgular fragrance 15 this 1 your apartment?
Is 1t the peifume of your gloves? It 1s famnt, bul
delicious, and yet, after all, by no means agiecable
Were I to breath it long, methinks 1t would make me 1l
It 18 ke the breath of a floner, but I see no flowers n
the chamber.”

“Nor are there any,” rephed Giovanm, who had turned
pale as the professor spoke; “not, I think, 1s there any
fiagrance except in your woirship’s mmagmation. Odous,
being a sort of element combined of the sensual and the
spuitual, are apt to deceive us in this mauner  The ze-
collection of a perfume, the bare 1dea of 1t, may easily be
mustaken for a present 1eality.”

“Ay , but my sober imagination does not often play
such tr.cks,” said Baghom; “and, were I to fancy any
Iund of odour, 1t would be that of some vile apothecary
drug, wherewith my fingers are likely enough to be im-
bued. Ow woishipful fuiend Rappaceins, as I have heard,
tinctures his medicaments with odours richer than those
of Araby. Doubtless, likewise, the fan and lemined Sig-
noia Beatrice would minister to her patients with diaughts
as sweet as a maiden’s breath ; but woe to him that sips
them t”

Giovannr’s face cvinced many contending emotions.
The tone i which the professor alluded to the pure and
lovely daughter of Rappaccim: was a tortuie to his soul,
and yet the mtimation of a view of her character, opposite
to his own, gave mstantancous distinctness to a thousand
dim suspicions, which now grmnned at im hke so many
demons  But he stiove hard to quell them and to ie-
spond to Baglion:i with a tiue lover's perfect faith.

5
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¢ Signor professor,” said he, “you were my fathers
friend, perchance, too, it 1s your purpose to act a friendly
part towards lus son I would famn feel nothing towards
you save respect and deference, but 1 pray you to observe,
signor, that there 1s one subject on which we must not
speak  You know not the Signoa Beatiice. You can-
not, therefore, estimate the wrong—the blasphemv, I
may even say—that is offered to her character by a lhight
or mjurious word.” ;

“Giovanm ! my poor Giovanni!” answered the pro-
fessor, with a calm expression of pity, “I know this
wretched girl far better than yourself. You shall hear
the tiuth m 1espect to the poisoner Rappaccni and his
poisonous daughter , yves, poisonous as she 18 beautiful.
Listen, for, even should you do violence to my grey hairs,
it shall not silence me That old fable of the Indian
woman has become a truth by the deep and deadly science
of Rappacein and m the person of the lovely Beatrice.”

Giovanni groaned and lud s face

“Her father,” continued Baglioni, # was not restrained
by natural affection from offering up his child in this
horrible manner as the vietim of his insane zeal for science;
for, let us do him justice, he 13 as tiue a man of science
as ever distilled his own hemit in an alembic  What,
then, will be your fate? DBeyond a doubt you nie selected
as the material of some new experiment Peihaps the
result 18 to be death; perhaps a fate more awful still
Rappacemi, with what he calls the interest of science be-
fore his eyes, will hesitate at nothing ” i

“It 13 a dieam,” muttered Giovanni to himseif;
“surely it is a dieam.”

“But,” 1esumed the professor, “be of good cheer, son
of my fizend It is not yet too late for the 1escue
Possibly we may even sueceed 1n bringing back this miser-
able child within the limits of ordinary natuie, fiom
which her father’s madness has estianged her  Behold
this little silver vase! It was wrought by the hands of
the renowned Benvenuto Cellin; and 1s well worthy to be
a love gift to the fairest dame in Italy. But its contents
ate invaluable One little sip of this antidote would
have 1endered the most vitulent poisons of the Borgas
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innocuous  Doubt not that 1t will be as efficacious ugainst
those of Rappaccini.  Bestow the vase, anl the piecious
hryud withm at, on your Beatrice, and hopcfully await
the 1esult.”

Jaglioni lad a small, exquisitely wronght silver vial on
the table and withdrew, leavving what he had sud to pro-
duce 1ts efiect upon the young man’s mmnd.

“We will thwuart Ruppacani yet,” thought he, chuck-
Ting to himself, as he de-cended the stairs ; “but, let us
confess the tiuth of him, he is a wonderful man—a

. wonderful man wndeed; a vile empuice, hownever, m his

v

practice, and therefore nat to be tolerated by those who
respect the geod ol rules of the medical profession ™
Throaghout Giovanni'swhole nequantancewith Deatrice,
he had oecasionally, as we have smd, been haunted by
dark surmises ps to her chaacter , yet eo thoroughly had
she made herself felt by nm as a simple, natural, most
affectionate, and guileless creature, that the nnage now
held up by Professor Daghioni lovked as strange and in-
credible as if 1t were not i accordance with his own orig.
mal conception.  True, there were ugly 1ecollections con-
nected with his first glimpses of the beautitul girl ; he
could not quite forget the bouquet that withered in her
giasp, and the inscet that peished amud the sunny air,
by no ostenstble agency save the fingranee of her breath
These meidents. however, dissolving 1n the pure hight of
ber character, had no longer the efficaey of facts, but
were achnowledged as mustaken fantasies, by whatever
testimony of the senses they might appear to be substan-
tinted Theie 1s something truer and more real than
what we can see with the eyes and touch with the fingar
On such better evidence had Giovanm founded his confi-
dence in DBeatrice, though rather by the neecessary force
of her high attmbutes than by any deep and generons
faith on his pmit DBut mow his spiut was incapable of
sustaining itself at the height to which the early enthus-
1asm of passion had exalted it ; he fell down, giovelling
among carthly doubts, and defiled therewith the puie
whiteness of Beattiee’s image  Not that he gave her up;
he did but distrust.  He resolved to mnstitute some de-

_esne test that should satisfy him once for all, whether
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there were those dieadful peculmarsties in her physieal
natuie which could not be supposed to exist without some
cortesponding monstrosity of soul.  His eyes, gazng
down afar, might have deceived him as to the hzad, the
msect, and the flowers; but if he could witne-g, at the
distance of a few paces, the sudden bhight of one fresh
and healthful floner 1 Beatiee’s hand, there would be
1oom for no further question  With this 1dea he hastened
to the flonist’s and purchased a bouquet that was still
gemmed with the morming dewdrops

It was now the customary hour of his daily interview
with Beatrice DBefore descending into the gaiden, Gio-
* vannt failed not to look at lus figme mn the murror—a
vamty to be expected 1n a beautiful young man, yet, as
displaying itself at that tioubled and feveirsh moment,
the token of a certain shallowness of fechng and insincerity
of character He did gaze, however, and said to hinself
that his featuies had never before possessed so rich a
grace, nor his eyes such vivacity, nor his cheeks so warm
a hue of superabundant life.

“At least,” thought he, “her poison has not yet n-
sinuated 1tself into my system. I am no flower to perish |
n her grasp.”

With that thought he turned lus eyes on the bouquet,
which he had never once laid aside fiom his hand. A
thiiil of mdefinable hor10r shot through his frame on per-
ceiving that those dewy floners were alieady begmning
to droop , they wore the aspect of things that had been
fiesh and lovely yesterday. Giovanm grew white as
matble, and stood motionless before the muror, staring at
his own reflection there as at the likeness of something
fughtful He 1emembered Baglion’s remark about the
fragwance that scemed to pervade the chamber It must
have been the poison m his breath! Then he shuddered
—shuddered at himself  Recovermng fiom his stupor, he
began to watch with curious eye a spider that was busily
at work hanging 1ts web from the antique cormece of the
apartment, crossing-and 1ccrossing the mitful system of
intei1 woven lmes—as vigorous aud active a spider as ever
dangled fiom an old ceilling. Giovanm bent towards the
insect, and emitted a deep, long bieath  The spider
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suddenly ceased 1ts toil, the web vibiated with a tremom
origmating in the body of the small artisan Again
Giovanni sent forth a bieath, deeper, longe1, and 1mbued
with a venomous feeling out of lus heait. he knew not
whether he weie wicked. or only desperate The spider
made a convulsive gup with his limbs and hung dead
across the window

« Accmrsed ' accmsed ! ” muttered Giovanni, addiessing
himself  “Hast thou grown so poisonous that this deadly
msect peishes by thy breath 17

At that moment a 1ich, sweet voice came floating up
fiom the garden

*“ Giovanm ! Giovanm ! It 18 past the hour! Why
tarriest thou? Come down!”

“Yes,” muttered Giovanm agam. “She 15 the onl
bemg whom my breath may not slay! Would that it
might 7 .

He 1ushed down, and mn an mstant was standing before
the buight and loving eyes of Beatiice A moment ago
Ins wrath and despair had been so fierce that he could
have desied nothing so much as to withet her by a glance,
but with her actual presence there came mfluences which
had too real an ewistence to be at once shaken off, 1e-
collections of the delicate and benign power of her femmine
nature, which had so often enveloped him m a 1eligious
calm, 1ecollections of many a holy and passionate out-
gush of her heart, when the pure fountain had been un-
sealed fiom 1ts depths and made visible m 1ts t1ansparency
to his mental eye, 1ecollections which, had Giovanni’
known how to estimate them, would have assmied him
that all this ugly mystery was but an earthly illusion, and
that, whatever mist of evil might seem to have gathered
over her, the 1cal Beatiice was a heavenly angel  Incap-
able as he was of such hugh faith, still her piesence had
not utterly lost its magic Giovanni's 1age was quelled
mto an aspect of sullen msensibility. Beatrice, with a
quick spuitnal sense, immediately felt that theie was a
gulf of blackness between them which neither he nor she -
could pass  They walked on together, sad and silent, and
came thus to the maible fountam and to 1ts pool of water
on the ground, m the midst of which grew the shrub that
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bore gemlike blossorns, Giovanni was affrighted at the
cager enjoyment—the appetite, ag it were—with which
he found himself inhaling the fragiance of the flosers,

“Peatrice,” atked he, abruptly, “whence came this
shrub 1”

“ My father created 1t,” answered she, with simplicity.

“Created 1t ! created 1t!” repeated Giovanni. ¢ What
mean you, Beatrice §” -

“ He is a man fearfully acquainted with the secrets of
Nature,” replied Beatrice , “and, at the hour when I first
drew breath, this plant sprang fiom the soil, the offspring
of s geience, of hius mtellect, while I was but his earthly -
clald  Approach 1t mot !'” coutinued she, obscrving
with terror that Giovanm was drawing nearer to the
ghrub It has qualities that you httle dicam of. DBut
I, dearest Giovanin—TI grew up and blossomed with the
plant and was nourished with its bieath, It was my
sister, and I loved it with a human affection, for, alas!
—hast thou not suspected 1t 7—thete was an awful doom.”

Here Giovanni fiowned so darkly upon her that Beat-
rice paused and tieinbled  But her faith in lus tender-
ness reassured her, and made her blush that she had
donbted for an instant

“There was an awful doom,” she continued, * the effect
of my father’s fatal love of science. which estranged me
fiom all society of my kind. Until Heaven sent thcee,
dearest Giovanni, O, how lonely was thy poor Beatrice ! ”

“Was 1t a hard deom?” asled Giovanni, fixing his
eycs upon her. -

“ Only of Iate have I known how haid 1t was,” answered
she tenderly, # 0, yes; but my heart was torpid, and
therefore quiet,”

Giovannr’s rage broke forth fiom his sullen gloom Iike
a lightning flash out of a dark cloud

¢ Accurged one !'” erted he, with venomous scorn and
anger. ¢ And, finding thy solitude wearisonie. thou hast
severed me ikewise from all the waimth of ife and en-
ticed me 1nto thy region of unspeakable horror ! ”

“ Grovanni ! exclaimed Beatrice, twining her large
bright ey ey upon hisface., The force of his words had not
foundits way into her mind;; she was merely thunderstruck.
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“Yes, posonous thing !'” 1epeated Giovanui, beside
himself_with passion.  “Thou hast done 1t}] Thou' hast
blasted me ! Thou hast filled my veing with poison!
"Thou hast made me as hateful, as ugly, as loathsome and
deadly a creature as thyself—a world’s wonder of hideous
monstrosity ! Now, 1f our breath be happily as fatal to
oniselves as to all others, let us jomn our lips i one kiss
of unutterable hatied, and 5o die’1”

“YWhat has befa]len me ?” murmured Beatiice, with a
low moan out of her heart “Holy Vngm, pity me, a
poor heart-bnoken child !”

“ Thou—dost thou pray?” cized Giovanni, still with
the same fiendish scorn ‘“Thy very prayeis, as they
come fiom thy lips, taint the atmospheie with death  Yes,
yes, let us pray! Let us to church and dip our fingers
m the holy water at the portal ! They that come after
us will peussh as by a pestilence ! Let ussign crosses mn
the an ! Tt will be scattering curses abroad m the like-
ness of holy symbols ! ”

“ Grovanni,” said Beatrice, calmly, for her grief was
beyond passion, * why .dost thou join thyself with me
thus 1 those teirible words ? T, it 1s f1ue, am the hoinible
thing thou namest me, But thou—what hast thou to do,

save with one othet shudder at my hideous misery to go

forth out of the garden and mmgle with thy 1ace, and
forget that theie ever crawled on carth snch a nionster as
poor Beatrice 17

“ Dost thou pretend 1gnorance?” asked Giovanni, scowl-
mg upon her “Behold! this power have I ganed from
the pure daughter of Rappaceini ”

There was a swarm of summer 1n<ects litting through
the an 1 search of the food promised by the flower odoms
of the fatal gmiden. They circled round Giovanny’s head,
and weie evidently attracted towards him by the same

mfluence which had drawn them for an mnstant within the
spheie of several of the shrubs He sent forth o bieath
among them, and smiled bitterly at Deatrice as at least a
score of the msects fell dead upon the ground

“Isec it! I see it!” shriched Beatuice ¢TIt 1s my
father’s fatal science ! No, no, Giovanni ; 1t was not 1!
Never! Never! I dieamed only to love thee and be with
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thee n little time, and so to let thee pass away, leaving
but thime image m mine heart ; for, Giovanm, believe 1t,
though my body be noutished with poison, my spitit 18
God’s cieature, and craves love as its daly food DBut
my father—he has umted us m this femful sympathy.
Yes; spuin me, tread upon me, kill me! O, what 13
death after such words as thine? But 1t wasnot I.  Not
for a world of bliss would I have done 1t ”

Giovannr’s passion had exbhausted itself m 1ts outbuist
from hishps  There now came across him a sense, mourn-
ful, and not without tenderness, of the intimate and
peculiar relationship between Beatrice and himself. They
stood, as it were, 1 an utter solitude. which would be made
none the less solitaiy by the densest thiong of human
Iife  Ougnt not, then, the desert of humamty around
them to press this msulated pair closer together? If they
should be cruel to one another, who was theie to be kind
to them? Besides, thought Giovanni, might theie not
still be a hope of his returning within the limits of ordinary
nature, and leading Beatrice, the 1edeemed Beatrice, by
the hand # O, weak, and selfish, and unworthy spirit,
that could dream of an eaithly union and earthly happi- |
ness as possible, after such deep love had been so bitterly
wionged as was Beatiice’s love by Giovannr’s blighting
words ' No, no, theie could be no such hope She
must pass heawily, with that bioken heart, acioss the
borders of Time—she must bathe her huits 1 some fount
of paradise, and forget her giief in the light of immor tality, -
and Zkere be well.

But Giovanni did not know 1t

‘Dear Beatrice,” saxd he, appioaching her while she
shrank away as always at his approach, but now with a
dufferent 1mpulse, “ demest Beatiice, our fate 1s not yet so
desperate  Behold ! there 1s a medicine, potent, as a wise
physician has assured me, and almost divine m 1ts efficacy.
It 13 composed of ingiedients the most opposite to those
by which thy awful father has brought this calamity upon
thee and me, It is distilled of blessed heibs Shall we
not quaff 1t together, and thus be purifizd fiom evil 27 -

“Give 1t me!” said Beatrice, extends 1g her hand to
1ecerve the hittle silver vial which Giovanni took fiom his -

1
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bosom. She added, with a peenhia emphasts, 1 will
aumk : but do thou awmt the result”

She put Baglionr’s antidote to her lips, and, at the
samne moment, the figme of Rappacemi emeiged fiom the
portal and came slowly towaids the marble fountam,
As he drew near, the pale man of science séemed to gare
with o trumphant expression at the beautiful youth and
maden, as mught an artist who should spend his hife in
achieving a picture o1 a greiw of statuary and finally be
gatisfied with lus success. e pauscd , his hent form
grew crect with conscious pow.t , he spread out Ins hands
over them 1n the attitude of a father imploting a blessing
upon lis childien  but'those were the same hands that
had thrown poison mto the sticam of then Ines  Gio-
vanm tiembled  Beatrice shuddeied neivously, and
pressed ber hand upon her heart.

“ My danghter,” said Rappacewnn, “thou art no longer
lonely m the world Pluck one of those pirecious gems
from thy sister shrub and bid thy budegroom wear it in
Ins bosom It will not barm him now. My science and
the sympathy between thee and im have so wiought
within his system that he now stands apait fiom common
men, as thou dost, daughter of my piide and triumph,
fiom ordinary women  Pass on, then, thiough the world,
most dear to one another and dreadful to all besides!”

_ “My fathe1,” said Beatuce, feebly—and still as she
spoke she kept her hand wpon her heait—¢ wherefors
didst thou mflict this miserable doom upon thy clnld 97

“ Miserable ! ” exclaimed Rappaccini,  * What mean
you, foohsh gil? Dost thon deem 1t misery to be en-
dowed with mariellous gifts aganst which no power nor
strength could availl an enemy—misery, to be able to
quell the mightiest with a bieath—musery, to be as ter-
mble as thon ait beautiful? Wouldst thou, then, have
preferred the condition of a weak woman, exposed to all
ovil and capable of none?}”

“I would fam have been loved, not feared,” mmmmed
Beatiice, sinking down upon the ground “But now 1t mat-
tersnot. Iam going, father, where the evil which thou hast
stuven to mungle with my being will pass anay hke a

dream—Iike the fiagrance of these poisonous flowers,
k=1
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which wall no longer taint my breath among the flowery
of Eden Tarewell, Giovammi ! Thy woirds of hatied are
Iike Iead withm my hemit ; but they, too, will fall anay
as Iascend O, was theie not, fiom the first, more poison
in thy nature than 1 mme 1" ;

To Beatrice—so radically had her caithly pait been
wrought upon by Rappacemi’s skill—as poison had been
Iife, so the powerful antidote was death; and thus the
poor victim of man’s mgenuity and of thwatted natuie,
and of the fatality that attends all such cfforts of per-
verted wisdom, perished theie, at the feet of her father
and Giovanm Just at that moment, Professor Pietio
Baglioni looked forth from the window, and called loudly,
m o tone of tirumph mixed with horror, to the thunder-
stricken man of science—

“Rappaccim ! Rappaccini | and 18 ¢hes the upshot of
yow experiment § -



MRS BULLFROG.

It makes me melancholy to sece how hke fools some very
sensible people act n the mattex of choosing wives  They
peiplex thewr judgments by a most undue attention to
hittle miceties of personal appemance, habits, disposition,
and other tiifles which concern nobody but the lady her-
sclf An unhappy gentleman, 1esolving to wed nothing
short of peifection, keeps his heart and hand till both get
50 old and witheied that no tolerable woman will aceept
them  Now, this 1s the very height of abswmdity. A
Iund Providence has so skilfully adapted sex to sex and
the mass of mndividuals to each other, that, with certam
obvious exceptions, eny male and female may be moder-
ately bappy in the married state  The tiue rule 1s, to
ascet ton that the mateh 1s fundamentally a good one, and
then to take it for manted that all mmor objections,
should theie be such, will vamsh, if you let them alone.
Only put yowself beyond hazaid as to the 1eal basis of
matiimomal bliss, and 1t 13 scarcely to be imagined what
miracles, 1n the way of 1ecognizing smaller mcongimties,
connubial love will effect

For my own part, I fiecly confess, that, in my bachelor-
ship, I was precisely such an over-curtous simpleton as I
‘now advise the 1eader not to be My carly habits had
giffed me with a femmime sensibihity and too exqmsiie 1e-
fimement, I was the accomplished giaduate of a dry
goods store, where, by dint of mmistering to the whims
of fine ladies, and smting silken hose to delicate Iimbs,
and handling satms, 1bbous, chintzes, calicoes, tapes,
gauze, and cambiic needles, I giew up a very lady-like
soit of o gentleman It is not assuming too much to
affiim that the ladies themselves were hmdly so lady-like
as Thomas Bulliog Sy pawmfully acut> was my scnse of
fewnle mmperfection, and such varicd excellence &id T 1e-
quite m the woman whom I could love, that thete was
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an awfnl 1ih of my welting no wife ut «ll, u1 of huing
driven to perpetiate matinuony with my own mmage n
the loohing-das,  Besides the fundemental prineiple al-
teady lunted at, T demanded the fresh bloom of youth,
pealy teeth, glo~ v rmglets, and the whole Ist of Jovely
ttems, with the ntmost dehicacy of habit~ aud sentiments,
a stllen teature of mind. and, abne all, o virmn hicat
In a word, if & young engel just from paradise, yet dre-sed
m earthly fushion, had come and offered me her hand, at
15 by no means certrin that T should hwve {aken it
Thete was every chance of iy becorning 4 most miserable
old bachclor, when, by the best Tuck m the world, T made
a journey mto another State, and was emitten by, aud
smote again, aud wooed, wou, and marned, the present
M« Bulifrog, all m the space of a fortnight.  Owing to
these exfempore measures, I not only gave my biide
credit for certain parfections which have not as yev come
to hglit, but also overlooked u few trifling defects which,
however, ghmmered on my perception jong belore the
close of the honeymoon.  Yet, as theie was no mistake
about the fundamental prinuple aforesud, I =oon lemined,
ag will be seen, to estimate Mrs Bullfrogs deficiencies
-and super flurties at exactly their proper value
The same morming that Mrs Dullfivg and I came to-
gether as aumt, we took two seats m the stage coach and
began our journey towards my place of business  There
heing no other passengers, we wete ag much alone and as
frec to give vent to owm 1aptures asif I had hned o hack
for the matumomal jaunt My bride looked clmamingly
m a green silk calash and rding habit of pehsse cloth;
and, whenever her red Iips parted with a smile, each
tooth appeaied hhe an mestimable penl. Such was my
passionate warmth that—we had 1attled out of the vil-
lIage, zentle 1eader, and were lonely as Adam and Eve in
paradise—I plead gumlty to no less ficedom than a kiss.
The gentle eye of Mrs DBullfrog scarcely 1ebuked me for
the profanation  Emboldened by het indulgence, T threw
back the calash from her polished biow, and suffered my
fingers, white and dehcate as her own, to stray among

those daik and glossy curls which 1ealized my daydreams
of rich hair,
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“My love,” snid Mis Dullfiog, tenderly, “you will dis-
anange my cuilg”

“QOh, no, my sweet Laura!” 1ephed 1, still playmg
with the glossy 1mglet  “ IEven your fair hand conld not
mannge a cml more delicately than mme I propose my-
self the pleasure of domng up your hair in papeis every
evenmg at the same time with my own.”

“Mr., Bullfiog,” r1epeated she, “you must not disarrange
my curls” .

This was spoken in a moie decided tone than I had
happened to hear, until then, fiom my gentlest of all
gentle brides At the same time she put up her hand
and took mme pusoner; but merely diew it away from
the forlndden ringlet, and then mmmediately released 1t
Now, T am a fidgety little man, and always Jove to have
somethmg m my fingers, so that, being debarred fiom
my wife’s culs, 1 loched about me for any other plaything
On the fiont reat of the ceach there was one of those
small baskets m which tiavelling ladies who aie too
delicate to appear at a public table generally cany a sup-
ply of gmgeibnead, semits and cheese, cold ham, and
othet hight 1efreshments, merely to sustain natnie to the
journey’s end, Such airy diet will sometimes keep themn
i pretiy good flesh for a week together  Laying hold of
this same hittle basket, I thrust my hand under the news-
paper with whichi 1t was caiefully covered

“What's tlus, my dear?” cried T, for the black neck
of a bottle had popped ont of the basket

“ A bottle of Kalydor, M1, Bullfiog,” sard my wife,
coolly taking the basket fiom my hands and 1eplacing 1t
on the front seat

There was no possinlity of doubting my wife’s wod
but I never hnew genmune Kalydor, such as I use for my
own complewon, to smell so much hke cheny andy.
T was about to expiess my fears that the Jotion would
mure her skig, when an aceident oceinrred which thieat-
ened mote than a shan-decp mjury  Owm Jehu had care-
Tossly dusen over a heap of gravel and fanly capaized the
coach, with the wheels in the air and omr heels vhere om
heads should have been  What beeaume of my wite T ean-
not imagme, they hase always bhad a perverse tuck of
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deserting me just when they were ot needed ; but ag
it chuneed, that ny the confuston of our everthion T quite
forgot that thae was a Mz Dullftog i the wotkd, Lile
many men’s wives, the good lady <ersed her husband as
a stepping stone. I had scrimbled out of the conch and
was mstmetnvely setthng iy aavat, ehen womehaly
brushed roughly by me, aud 1 heard a smart thsack upon
the coachinnn’s ear,

“PTake that, you villam I ? cuied a sbange, hoar-n voice
“Yon have rumed me, you blechzuard? T <hall never
be the woman T liave been 1™

And then came s recond thwack, anned at the drovor s
other ear, Lut wlach missed ot and Int him on the uose,
causmy a teruble cfnvaon of bleod.  Now, whe or what
fearful apparition wag inflicung this punishment on the
poor fellow 1emamed an mmpenetiable mystery to me,
Lhe blows wete given by a perron of misly aspeet, with
a head almost hald, and sunken cheeks, apparently of the
fanmme gender, though hadly to be clacwed n the
gentler sex There being no tecth to modalate the vores,
it had a mumbled fiereeness, not passionate, but stein,
which absolutely made me quiver hike calf's-foot jelly.
Who could the phantom hel The most awful circum-
stance of the aflan 18 yet to be told; for this ogie, o1
whatever 1t was, had & 1iding habit hke Mre Bullfiog’s,
and also a green silk ealash dangling down her back by
the strimgs  In my tenor and turinod of mmd I conld
magme nothing less than . that the Old Nick, at the
moment of our overturn, had anmiulated my wife and
Jumped mto her petticoats  This 1dea seemed the more
probable, since I could nowhere peiceive Mhs Bullfrog
alive, nct, though I looked very sharply about the coach,
conld I detect any tiaces of that beloved woman's dead
body. There would bave been a comfort m giving her
Chiistian bmial,

“ Come, sir, bestir yomself ' Help this rascal to set
up the coach,” suid the hobgoblin to me, then, with a
ternifie screech to thice countryinen at a distance,  Here,
you fellow~, am't you ashamed to stand oif when a poor
woman 1s 1 distress 17

The countiymen, mstead of fleemg for thewr hives, camo
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running at full speed, and laid hold of the topsy-turvsy
coach I, also, thongh a small-sized man, went to work
like a son of Anak The coachman, too, with the blood
still stieaming fiom his nose, tugged and toiled most
manfully, dieadmg, doubtless, that the next blow might
break his head. And yet, bemauled as the poor fellow
had been, he seemed to glance at me with an eye of
pity, as if my case were more deploiable than s But
I cherished a hope that all would turn out a dream, and
seized the opportumty, as we 1aised the coach, to jJam two
of my fingers under the wheel, frusting that the pain
would awaken me

“Why, here we are, all to 1ights agamm ! 7 exclaimed a
sweet voice behind  “Thank you for your assistance,
gentlemen My dear Mr. Bullfiog, how you peispire !
Do let me wipe your face Don’t take this little accident
too much to heart, good driver We ought to be thank-
ful that none of om1 necks are broken”

“ We nught have spared one neck out of the three,”
muttered the diivel, rubbing his ear and pulling his nose,
to ascertam whether he had been cuffed or not  “ Why,

- the woman’s a witch '”

I feax that the 1eader will not beleve, yet 1t 1s posi-
uvely a fact, that there stood Mrs Bullfrog, with her
glossy ninglets cuiling on her brow, and two rows of o11ent
pearls gleaming between her parted lips, which wore a
most angelic smile  She had 1eganed her 11ding habit
and calash from the gusly phantom, and was, mn all re-
spects, the lovely woman who had been sitting by my side
at the instant of our overturn How she bad bappened
to disappear, and who had supplied her place, and whence
she did now ietuin, weie problems too knotty for me to
solve Theie stood my wife That was the one thmg
certamn among a heap of mysterres Nothing 1emaned
but'to help Ler mto the coach, and plod on, through the
journey of the day and the journey of hife, ag comfortably
as we could. As the driver closed the door upon us, I
heard im whsper to the three countrymen— B

“ How do you suppose a fellow feels shut up n the cage
with a she tiger?”

Of cowse thiz query could have no iefeience to my
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situation  Yet, unreasonnble ns it inny appear, I confrss
that my feelmus were not altogether wo ec tatic as when
1 first called Mrs Bullfiog mme  True, <he was nosweetl
woman and an angcd of a wife, but what i« Gorgon
should 1etuin, amud the transports of our connubial hles,
aud take the angel’s place 1 rceollected the tade of 2
fany, who half the tune was 2 beauntiful worman aund half
the tune a Indeous monster. Had I taken that very
fany to be the wite of my bosom? While such whius
and clumeras were fitting across my faney I bogan to look
askance at Mis, Bulltroy, alimost evpectuy that the trans.
formation would be wrought before my eyes,

To divert my mund, I took up the newspaper whieh had
covered the Iittle basket ofrefie~hments, and winch now
Iny at the bottom of the coach, blushing with o decpied
stam and emmtting o potent spiritnons fume from the con-
tents of the broken bottle of Xalydor. The paper wag
two or thiee years old, but contained an article of several
eolumng, i which I soon grew wondetfully interected.
It was the report of a tnal for breach of prommse of mar-
riage, gning the testimony m full, sith fervid estraets
fiom both the gentleman’s aud lady's amatory correspond
ence The deseited damsel bad personally appewed m
court, and had borne enecrgetic evidence {o har lover’s
perfidy and the strength of her blighted aflections  On
the defendant’s pait there had been an attempt, though
irgufficiently sustamed, to blast the plamtifi’s character,
and a plea, I mutization of damages, on account of het
unamiable temper A hormble iden was suggested by the
‘lady’s name,

“ Madam,” said T, holding the newspaper before Mrs
Dullfiog’s eyes—and, though a small, delicate, and thin-
visaged man, I feel asswied that I looked vary teimific—
“ madam,” 1epeated I, thiough my shut teeth, “weie you
the plamtift w this cause 37

“0, my dear M1 Bullfiog,” replied my wife, sweetly,
“1 thonght all the woild knew that 1"

“ Hortor ! hortor " exclaimed I, smking back on the
seat,

Covering my face with both hands, I emitted a deep
and deathlihe groan, as 1f my toimented soul weie 1ending
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me asunder—I, the most exquisitely fastidious of men,
and whose wife was to have been the most delicate and 1e-
fined of women, with all the fresh dewdiops glittering on
her virgmm rosebud of a heart !

I thought of the glossy 1mnglets and pearly teeth ; I
thought of the Kalydor, I thought of the coachman’s
bruised ear and bloody nose , I thought of the tender love
secrets which she had whispeted to the judge and juiy
and a thousand tittermg auditors—and gave another
groan !

“M1 Bullfiog,” sud my wife .

As I made no reply, she gently took my hands within
her own, 1emoved them fiom my face, and fixed her cyes
gteadiastly on mme.

“ M Bullfiog,” said she, not unkindly, yet with all the
decision of her strong character, “let me advise you to
overcome this foolish weakness, and prove yourselt, to the
best of yom ability, as good a husband as I will be a wife
You have discovered, peithaps, some little imperfections
m yom bude  Well, what did you expect? Women me
not angels  If they were, they would go to heaven for
husbands, o1, at least, be more difficult 1n thewnr choice
on earth”

“J'ut why conceal those mmpeifections 1” I interposed
tiemulously.

“ Now my love, axe not you a most umeasonable httle
man ?” said Mis Bullfiog, patting me on the cheek
“QOught 2 woman to disclose her fiailties earlier than the
wedding day? Few husbands, I assme jou, mahe the
discovery 1n such™ good senson, and still fewer complam
that these tufles me concealed too long  Well, what a
strange man youaie? Pooh! you mre joking.”

“But the swit for breach of prommse!” groaned I

“Ah, and is that the 1ub?” evclomed my wife.  “Js
1t possible that you xiew that affan 1 an objectionable
Light?  Mr. Bullirog, I never could have drenmed 1t'  Is
it an oljection that I have tnumphantly defended my-
sell agamst slander and vindicated mv punty m a coutt
of yustice? Or do you emnplun becwse yvom wife has
shownt the proper spunit of a womnan, and purished the
villun who tarfled with her afiections '
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“But,” persisted I, shriuhing mto a eorner of the coach,
however ; for [ did not know predisely how much contra-
diction the proper spitit of o woman would endure—* but,
my love, would 1t not have been wmnote digmfied to treat
the vitlam with the silent contempt he merited 17

“That s all very well, Mr Bulliog,” said my wife,
slyly , “but, wm that cwee, whete would have been the
five thousand dollats which are to stock yow dry goods
store 17

“ Mis, Bullfrog, upmn yowr honour,” demandel I, as of
my hfe hung upon her words, “1s there no nu-tuke about
those five thousand dollars 17

“Upon my word and honour there 1s none,’ repliel
she.  “The ymy gave me every cent the rascal had , and
T have kept it all for my dear Bullfiog.”

“Then, thou dent woman,” cried I, with an overshelin-
mg gush of tendeiness, *let mo folid thee to my heart.
The basts of matrimonial bliss 1s seeure, and all thy little
dofects and fimlties are forgiven,  Nay, since the resunlt
has been so fortunate, I 1ejoice at the wrongs which drove
thee to thns blessed lawswit  Happy Bullfiog that T am!”
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It 1s a gireat 1evolution m social and domestic hfe, and no
less so in the hfe of a secluded student, thus almost unt
versal exchange of the open fireplace for the cheeiless
and ungenial stove On such & mormng as now lowers
around ow old grey parsonage I muss the bright face of
my ancient friend, who was wont to dance-upon the
hearth aund play the part of moie’ famiha: sunshme It
18 sad to turn fiom the cloudy sky and sombie landscape,
from yonder hill, with its crown of rusty, black pmes, the
folhiage of which 1s so dismal m the absence of the sun,
that bleak pastuie land, and the bioken suiface of the
potato field, with the brown clods paitly concealed by the
snow-fall of last-night ; the swollen and sluggish 1iver,
with 1ce-encrusted borders, diaggmg its bluish-grey stream
along the veige of our orchaird like a snake half torpid
with the cold—it 13 sad to turn fiom an outwaid scene
of so little comfort and find thie same -sullen mfluences
brooding within the precincts of my study. Wheie 1s
that bulliant guest, that quick and subtle spmit, whom
Piometheus lured fiom heaven to civilize mankind and
cheer them in then wmtiy desolation—that comfortable
mmate, whose smile, duiimg eight months of the yem,
was our suflicient consolation for summer’s ingaamg ad-
vance and early flight? Alas! blindly mhospitable,
grudging the food that kept him cheery and mercuial,
we have thiust him mto ¢n non prson, and compel him
to smounlder away his life on a daily pittance which once
would have been too scanty for his breakfast Without
o metaphol, we now make owr fize 1 an an-tight stove,
and supply 1t with some balf a dozen sticks of wood
between dawn and mightfall-

I never shall be ieconciled to this enormmty Tiuly
may 1t be said that the woild looks darker for 1t In one

hY
; - 4

s
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vay or another, here and thers and all aronnd us, the in
ventions of manl md are fast blotting the pxuuretquc, the
poetic, and the beautinl ont of Ienan e, The domes
tic fiie was a type of all thewe attubute , and seemed to
brng might 2 ind majesty, and wald Nature anda spintual
essence, nto owr mest home, and yet to dwell with us
i such fricndlme-g that its my steries and marvels excited
no dismay.  The same mild eompamon that rned <o
plardly moour faces vas he that comes roaring ont of
ZBina and rashes wadly np the sky hke a firnd Breali ing
loose frot torment and fighting mr a place among the
upper angels  He 1t 18, too, thut leaps fiom doud to
cloud amid the crashing thunderstonin It was he whom
the Gheber w rmlnppul with no unuatural idolatry, and
1t was he who devomed Loudon and Mocow and many
another famous aty, and who loves tu 1iot through owt
own dmk furests and snweep across our praies, and to
whose 1avenous maw, 1t is sud, the universe <hall one
day be given as a final feast  Meanwlale he s the great
atbizan and labomrer by whose md men are enabled to
buld a world withm a world, or, at least, to ~month
down the rough creation w bick Nature ﬂun" tous  Ile
forges the mwhtj auchor and every lessor mstrament ;
he drives the steamboat und drags the tail e , awl it
was he—this crentmie of ternible Imght, and 50 many-
sided ntility and all-compichensive de~tructiveness—that
used to be the cheerful, homely friend of omr wintry days,
and whom we have made the pucener of this non euze.

Iow kindly he was' and, though the tremendous agent
of change, yvet bearmg hunself with such gentlene-s, so
rendering hunself a put of all hiedong and age-coeval
assoctations, that it reemed as if he wae the great con.
servative of Natwre  While a man was true to the fire-
side, so long would he be true to country and law, to the
God whom s fathers wosshipped, to the wife of hus
youth, and to all things else which mstinet or religion
has taught us to consider sacied  With how eweet
lmmlhty did this clemental «pimt perform all needful
offices for the houschold mm which he was domesticated !
He was equal to the concoctton of a grand dinner, yet
scorned not to roast a potato or toast a Int of cheese
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How humanely did he cherish the schoolboy’s 1cy fingers,
and thaw the old man’s Jomts with a gemal waimth which
almost equalled the glow of south! And how caefully
did he diy the cow-hide boots that had tiudged through
mud and snow, and the shaggy outside gaiment stiff with
fiozen sleet ! taking heed, likewise, to the comfort of the
faithful dog who had followed his master through the
stoom  When did he 1efuse a coal to light a pipe, or
even a part of his own substance to kindle a neighbour’s
fne? And then, at twilight, when Iabouier, o1 scholar,
or mottal of whatever age, sex, or degiee, drew a chair
beside him and looked into his glowing face, how acute,
how profound, how compichensive was his sympathy with
the mood of each and all? He pictuied forth thewr
very thoughts To the youthful he showed the scenes of
the adventuious hife before them; to the aged the shadows
of depmted love and hope ; and, if all earthly things had
grown distasteful, he could gladden the fireside muser
with golden glimpses of a better world And. amd this
varied communion with the human soul, how busily would
the sympathize1, the deep moralist, the panter of magic
pictures be causing the teakettle to boil

No1 did 1t lessen the chaim of his soft, famihar courtesy
and helpfulness that the mighty spnit, were opportunity
offered him, would run rot through the peaceful house,
wrap its mmates 1 s teuible embrace, and leave
nothing of them save theit whitened bones This possi-
bility of mad destruction only made his domestie kindness
the more beautiful and touehing It was so sweet of
him, bemg endowed with such power, to dwell day after
day, and one long lonesome mght after another, on the
dusky hemith only now and then betiaying his wild
nature by thrusting lus red tongue out of the chimney
top! True, he had done much mischief m the wold,
and was pretty certain to do more, but hus warm heart
atoned for all  He was kindly to the race of man; and
they pardoned his characteristic imperfections.

The good old cleigyman, my predecessor mn this man-
sion, was well acquainted with the comfoits of the fire-
side Uis jearly allowance of wood, nccording to the
terms of Jus settlement, was no less than sixty cords
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Almost nn annual forest wis comverted fiom sound oul
logs mto nshes, i the katchen, the puloar, and this hittle
study, whore now an unworihy sucee-sor, not in the ps-
toral office, but merely m s earthly abode, sits cepbbhing
beside an antight stove 1 love to funey one of those hite-
side days wlile the good man, a contemporary of the 12
volution, was m Jus emly prime, rome five and sexty ye s
ago. Before sunise, doubtle s, the blaze hovared upon
the grey skirts of mght and dissulyved the fio twork that
had gathered hhe o curtun over the small wndow panes
There is somethimg peculion m the aspeet of the mormng
fiteside 3 o DNesher, busha zlme, the alrence of thet
mellowness which can he produced only by half-consumed
logs, and shapeless brands with the wlate ashes on them,
and mighty coals, the r1emunnt of tice tnmks that the
hungiy elements have mawed for hour<  The maning
hearth, too, 1s newly swept, and the hra.en handitons vell
bughtened, so that the cheeiful fire may sce 1ty face m
them. Sutely it was happmess, when the pector. fortified
with a substantial breakfast, sit down in his arm-chan
aud shppers and opened the Whole Body of Dnamty, a1
the Commentary on Job, or winehever of lus old fohos or
quartos nught fall wathin the 1wmge of s weelly =c1-
mons It must have been Ius own fault f the wamth
and glow of this abundant hemth did not peimeate the
disconrso and keep his audience e¢omfortable m spite
of the Ditterest noithein blast that ever wrestled with
the chumich steeple  He 1eads while the heat warps the
staff covery of the volume , he wiites without numbness
either m his heatt o1 fingers @ and, with wastinted hand,
he thhows fiesh stichs of wood upon the fire

A parishioner comes . With what warmth of bene-
volence—how should lie be otherwise than wam m any
of hus attubutes 7—does the muuster id him welcoma,
and set a chan for him i so close proxinty to the hemith
that soon the guest finds 1t needful to rub his scorched
shins with hug great 1ed baunds! The melted snow dups
fiom his steamng hoots and bubbles upon the hearth.
His puekered forehead unmasels its entanglement of criss-
cross wiumkles  We lose much of the enjoyment of fire-
side heat without such an opportumity of maikmg 1is
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gemal effect upon those who have been looking the mele-
ment weather i the face In the comse of the day ow
clergyman himself strides forth, perchance to pay a 1ound
of pastoral visits , or, 1t may be, to visit s mountam of
a wood pile and cleave the monstious logs mto biliets
suitable for the fie He 1eturns with fiesher life to hig
beloved hearth. Durmg the short afternoon the western
sunshme comes into the study and strives to staze the
“ruddy blaze out of countenance, but with only a brief
tuwnph, soon to be succeeded by buighter glories of 1ts
rival  Beautiful 1t 18 to see the stiengthening gleam, the
deepéning hight that gradoally casts distinet shadows of
the human figuie, the table, and the highbacked chairs
upon the opposite wall, and at Iength, as twilight comes
on, 1eplemshes the 100m with living 1adiance and makes
life all 10se colour. Afar the wayfarer discerns the flicker-
mg flame as 1t dances upon the windows, and hails it as
a beacon hght of humamty, 1emmmding him, m lns cold
and lonely path, that the woild 1s not all snow, and soh-
tude, and desolation At eventide, probably, the study
was peopled with the clegyman’s wife and famly, and
childien tumbled themselves upon the hearth-rug, and
grave puss sat with her back to the fire, or gazed, with a
semblance of human meditation, 1to s fervid depths
Seasonably the plenteous ashes of the day were raked
over the moulderig biands, and fiom the heap came jets
of flame, and an 1ucense of mightlong smoke creeping
quietly up the chimney.
Heaven forgive the old clergyman' In his later life,
when for almost ninety winters he had been gladdened by
- the fuelight—xshen 1t bad gleamed upon bhim fiom m-
fancy to extieme age, and never without brightening hus
spuits as well as his visage, and pethaps keeping him
alive so long—he had the heart to brick up his chimney-
place and bid farewell to the face of hus old friend forever,
why did he not take an eternal leave of the sunshine too?
Iis sixty cords of wood had probably dwindled to a far
less ample supply 1 modern times , and 1t 15 certain that
the pmisonage had giown ciazy with time and tempest
and pervious to the cold; butstill 1t was one of the saddest
tohens of the declme and fall of open fireplaces that th
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arey patiinich should have deigned to warm himself at
an airtight stove

And I, hikewise—who havefound a home in this ancient
owl’s nest simee 1ts former occupant took his heavenward
flight—1, to my shame, have put up steves m kitchen,
and pmlour, and chamber. Wander wheie you will about
the house, not a ghimpse of the earth-born, heaven-aspir-
mg fiend of Atna—him that sports in the thunder storm,
the 1dol of*the Ghebeis, the devourer of cities, the forest
rioter and prante sweeper, the futme destroyer of our
carth, the old chimney-corner compamon who mingled
himself so sociably with household joys and sorrow s—not
a glimpse of this mighty and kindly one will grect your
eycs. He s now an mvisible pesence  There 1s his non
cage Touch 1t, and he scoiches your finger> He de-
hights to singe a garnent or perpetrate any other lhittle
unsorthy nuschief, for Ins temper 1s 1uned by the -
gratitude of mfmlxmd for whom he cherishied such warmth
of feehng, and to whom he tanght all then arts, even
that of making his own prison house In hisfits of*r*wc he
pufls volumes of smoke and noisome gas thlourfh the
crevices of the door, and shakes the wron walls of his dun-
geon so as to overthiow the ornamental win uppn its
summit We tremble Iest he should break forth amongst
us  Much of his time is spent in sighs, budened with
unutteiable guef, and long diawn thiough the funnel
He amuses himself, too, with 1epeating all the whispers,
the moans, and the louder utteiances or tempestuous
howls of the wind; so that the stove becomes a microcosm
of the aerial world. Ocensionally there. are stiange com-
bmations of sounds—rvoices talking almost articulately
within the hollow chest of non—insemuch that faney be-
gules me with ‘the 1dea that my fizewood must have
glown in that mfernal forest of lamentable trees which
breathed their complz‘imts to Dante® When the histener
18 half asleep he may uiqdlly take these voices for the
conversation of spnits '1nd assign them an mtellgible
meaning  Anon there 1s a pqttelmn' noise—drip, dup,
drip-—as if a summer shower were falling within the nax
row circumfeience of the stove,

These batren and tedious eccentricitics are all that the

A
X



TFIRE WORSHIP 129

antizht stove can bestow m exchauge for the mvaluable
moral mfluences which we have lost by our deseirtion of
the open fireplace Alas! 1s this woild so very bught
that we can afford to choke up such a domestic fountan
of gludsomeness, and sit down by its daikened source
without being conscious'of a gloom ?
It 1s my belief that social intercourse cannot long con-
tinue what 1t has been, now that we have subtiacted
fiom 1t so important and vivifymg an element as fire-hght
The effects will be more perceptible on our children and
the generations that shall succeed them than on ourselves,
the mechamism of whose hife may 1emam unchanged,
though 1ts spnit be far other than 1t was The sacred
trust of the household fire has been tiansmutted m un-
broken succession fiom the earhiest ages, and faithfully
cherished 1n spite of every discouragement such as the
cuifew law of the Norman conquerors, until i these evil
days physical science has nearly succeeded mn extingwish-
g1t  But we at least have our youthful 1ecollections
tinged with the glow of the heaath and owr hfelong habits
and associations ananged on the principle of a mutual
bond 1 the domestic fite  Therefore, though the sociable
fnend be forever departed, yet m a degiee he will be
spuitually present with us, and still more will the empty
forms which were once full of his rejoicing presence con-
tinue to 1ule our manneis - We shall diaw owm chairs to-
gother as we and our forefathers have been wont for
thousands of yeais back, and sit around some blank and
empty corner of the room, babbling with unreal cheerful-
ness of topics suitablé to the homely fireside A warmth
from the past—fiom the ashes of by-gone years and the
raked-up embers of long ago—will sometimes thaw the
ice about our hearts, but 1t must be otherwise with our
successors  On the most favourable supposition, they
will be acquainted with the fireside 1 no better shape
than that of the sullen stove, and more probably they
will have grown up amid furnace heat in houses which
might be fancied to have then foundation over the infernal
pit, whence sulphuious steams and unbieathable esxhala-
tions ascend thiough the apeitures of the floor. There
will be nothing to attract these poor children to one
1
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centte.  They will never ichold one another thronzs that
peculiar medim of si-on—the raddy glean of blasmy
vood or bituminous coal—vlich gves the human sporit
60 deep an msizht into 1ts fellows and mocdts ol hnmanty
into one cordial heart of hearts,  Domcestic Iif, if it may
ttill Le termed domestie, will roek sts separate corutys,
and vever gather it-elf mnto group-  The ey gossip;
the merry yet unambitious jeet; the lfelike, practicel
discussion of real matters m a encual way ; the soal of
truth which is g0 often incarnated in s «imple fHireside
word—vill disappear fron carth, Conser-ition will con-
tract the airof debate and all 1ortal intercourse Le chifled
with a fatal frost.

In classic tuncs, the erhortation to fight * pro ars ¢t
focis,” for the altars and the hearthe, wis con idered the
strongest appeal that could be made to patriotiem And
1t secincd au mnmortal utterance  for all subsequent ages
and people have acknowledued 1ts force and re_pouded fo
it vath the full portion of manhisod that Natmie had as-
gigned to each.  Wisely were the altar and the hearth
conjoined in one naghty sentence; for the hearth, o9,
had 1ts hindied canctity,  Reliuzion cat down beside ity not
in thc priestly 1obes which decorated and perhape dis-
guiccd her ot the altar, but arrayed in 2 timple mation's
garb, aud uttering her lessons with the fenderncss of a
mother’s voice and hcat. The holy hearth " If eny
earthly and material thie, or rather 2 divine den em-
bodied 1 brick and mortas, might i)ry npposed £0 omees
the permancnce of morar truth, it vhis thiv - All 1esered
it. The man who did not put off his choee upon this holy
ground would have deeined it pastime to trample npun
the altar It has becn our task to uprost the hearth,
What further reform is left for our children to achicye,
unlery they overthrow the altm tos? And by what ap-
peal hcreafter, when the breath of Lostile armies may
mingle with the pure, cold breezes of our country, shall
we attempt to rouse up native valour{ TFight for your
hearths? There will be none throughout the land, Ficur
TOR YOUR £ToVES | Not I, in fasth  If in such a cruse T
gtrike a blow, it #hall be on the myader’s part, and Heaven
grant that it may shatter the abomunation all to pieces !
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Barary Spring—iweeks later than we evpected and months
later than we longed for her—comes at last to revive the
moss on the roof and walls of om old mansion. She
peeps brightly mto my study wmdow, mviting me to
thiow 1t open and create a summer atmosphere by the
mtermixtuie of her gemal breath with the black and
cheeiless comfort of the stove. As the casement ascends,
forth into infinite space fly the mnumerable forms of
thought or fancy that have kept me company 1 the 1e-
tirement of this little chamber durmg the sluggish lapse
of wintiy weather, visions, gay, giotesque, and sad,
pictures of 1eal hife, tmted with Natuie’s homely grey and
russet, scenes n dieamland, bedizened with ramnbow
hues which faded before they were well laid on—all these
may vanish now, and leave me to mould a fiesh existence
out of sunshime. Brooding Meditation may flap her
dusky wings and take her owllike flight, binking amid
the cheeifulness of noontide  Such companions befit the
season of fiosted window panes and cracklmg fires, when
the blast howls through the black ash tiees of our avenue
and the dufting snow storm.chokes up the woodpaths
and flls the highway from stone wall to stone wall In
the spring and summer time all sombre thoughts shonld
follow the winter northward with the sombre and thought-
ful ciows The old paiadisiacal economy of Iife 15 agamn
1 foree, we hive, not to think or to labour, but for the
sumple end of being bappy  Nothing for the present hour
15 worthy of man’s infimte capacity save to imbibe the
\\mrln smile of heaven and sympathize with™ the 1eviving
earth

The present Spung comes onwaid with flecter foot-
steps, because Winter lmgered so unconscionably long
that with her best diligence she can haidly retrieve half
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the allotted period of herreign, It 15 but a forinight
smee I stood on the bimk of our swollen river and beheld
the accumulated 1ce of fom fiozen months go down the
sticam.  Ixcept 1n stieahs heire and there upon the hill-
sides, the whole visible nmverse was then covered with
deep snow, the netheimost layer of which had been de-
posited by an emly December storm. It was a sight to
make the beholder torpid, m the munpossibility of imagin-
mg how this vast wlite napkm was to be 1emoved fiom
the face of the corpselike woild 1n less time than had been
requued to spread 1t there. But who can estimate the
power of gentle mfluences, whether ammd material desola-
tion or the moial winter of man’s heait? Theie have
been no tempestuous rams, even no sultry days, but a
constant bieath of southern winds, with now a day of
kindly sunshine and now a no less kindly mist or a soft
descent of showets, in which a smile and a blessing seemed
to have been steeped The snow has vamshed as if by
magice ; whatever heaps may be hidden in the woods and
deep gorges of the hills, only two solitary specks 1eman
m the landscape , and those I shall almost regret to miss
when to-moirow I look 61 them m vam. Never before,
methinks, has spiing pressed so closely on the footsteps
of retreating winter.  Along the 10adside the green blades
of grass have sprouted on the very edge of the snow duifts
The pastures and mowing fields have not yet assumed a
general aspect of verdwie; but neither have they the
cheeiless biown tmmt which they weal mm later antumn
when vegetation has entirely ceased ; there 15 now a famnt
shadow of Ife, giadually bughtenmg into the warm
reality Some tiacts m a happy exposuie—as, for -
stance, yonder south-western slope of an orchard, m front
of that old 1ed faim house beyond the 11ver—such patches
of land alieady wear a beautiful and tender green, to
which no futwie luxuriance can add a chaxm It looks
unreal , a prophecy, a hope, a transitory effect of some
wecuhar ight; which will vamsh with the shightest motion
he the eye But beauty 1s never a delusion , not these
FoRrlant tracts, but the dark and baiten landscape all
stiiked them, 15 a shadow and a dieam. Each moment
grant some portion of the emth fiom death to lfe; a

-~
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sudden gleam of verdure brightens along the sunny slope
of a bank which an mstant ago was biown and bale.
You look again, and behold an appaiition of gieen grass !

The tices 1 owr orchard and elsewhere are as yet
naked, but alieady appear full of hife and vegetable blood
Tt scems as if by one magic touch they might mstantan-
cously burst mto full fohage, and that the wind which
now sighs through themr naked bianches might make
sudden music amid innumerable leaves The mossgiown
willow tice which for ferty years past has overshadowed
these western windows will be among the first to put on
its green attne. There aie some objections to the willow,
1tisnot a dry and cleanly tree, and impresses the beholder
with an association of slimmess. No trees, I think, are
perfectly agreeable as compamons unless they have glossy
leaves, diy bark, and a firm and hard testure of tiunk
and branches, But the willow 15 almost the earhest to
gladden us with the pronuse and reahity of beauty m its
graceful and delicate foliage, and the last to scatter its
yellow yet scarcely withered leaves upon the giound
All thiough the winter, too, 1ts yellow twigs give 1t a
sunny aspeet, which is not without a cheermng mnfluence,
even 1n the gieyest and gloomiest day  Beneath a
clouded sky it faithfully rememberg the sunshine OQur
old house would lose a ¢chaim were the willow to be cut-
down, with 1ts golden ciown over the snow-covered roof
and its heap of summe1 verdue

The lilac shrubs under my study windows are hikewise
almost 1 leaf. in two or thiee days more I may put
forth my hand and pluck the topmost bough in its fiesh-
est green.  These Tilacs are very aged, and hase lost the
lmauriant foliage of then prime- The heart, oo the judg-
ment, or the moral sense, o1 the taste 15 dissatisfied with
their present aspect  Old age is not venerable when 1t
imbodies 1tself m lilacs, 10se bushes, o1 any othetr orna-
mental shrub, 1t seems asif such plants, as they grow
only for beauty, ought to flomish always 1w 1mmortal
youth, or, at least, to die before then sad deciepitude
Trees of beauty are tiees of paradise, and therefoie not
subject to decay by then onginal natwe, though they
have lost that precious bnthught by bemg transplanted
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to an earthly soil. Thete is o kind of ludicious unfitness
in the 1dea of a timestiicken and grandfatherly lilac bush.
The analogy holds good 1 human hife.  Persons who can
only be graceful and ornamental—who can give the woild
nothing but flowers—should die young, and never be
scen with grey hair and winkles, any moie than the
flower shiubs with mossy bark and bhghted folhage, like
the lilacs under my window. Not that beauty 15 worthy
of less than mmmortality , no, the beautiful should live
forever—and thence, pethaps, the sense of impropriety
when we see 1t triumphed over by time  Apple tiees, on
the other hand, grow old without 1eproach. Let them
live as long as they may, and contort themsclves into
whatever perveisity of shape they please, and deck their
withered Iimbs with a spring-time gaudmess of pmk
blossoms , still they are 1espectable, even if they afford
us only an apple or two i a season. Those few apples—
or, at all events, the 1emembiance of apples in by-gone
years—are the atonement which utihitarianism moxorably
demands for the prvilege of lengthened hfe. Human
flower shiubs, 1if they will grow old on em th, should, be-
sides their lovely blossoms, bear some kind of fruit that
will satisfy earthly appetites, else neither man nor the
decorum of Natuie will deem 1t fit that the moss should
gather on them.

Ong of the first things that strikes the attention when
the white sheet of winter 1s withdrawn 18 the neglect and
disarray that lay hidden beneath it  Natuie 1s not
cleanly, according to omr prejudices  The beauty of pre-
ceding years, now tiansformed to brown and blighted de-
formity, obstructs the brightening loveliness of the piesent
hour. Our avenue 13 stiewn with the whole ciop of
autumn’s withered leaves Theie are quantities of de-
cayed branches which one tempest after another has flung
down, black and 10tten, and one or two with the run of
a bnd’s nest clinging to them In the garden are the
dized bean vines, ‘the brown stalks of the ¢ asparagus bed,
and miclancholy old cabbages which were fiozen mto the
soil before thewr unthufty cultivator could find time to
gather them How mvariably, thioughout all the forms
of life, do we find these mtermingled memorials of death!
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On the soil of thought and in the gmiden of the heat,
as well as 1n the sensual world, lie withered leaves—the
1deas and feelings that we have done with, There 1s no
wind strong enough to sweep them away ; infinite space
will not gminer them fiom om sight. What mean they ?
Why may we not be permitted to live and enjoy, as 1f
this were the fi1st Iife and omx own the primal enjoyment,
mstead of tieading always on these dry bones and mould-
exmng 1chics, from the aged accumulation of which springs
all that now appears so young and new? Sweet-must
have been the spring time of Eden, when no emlier year
bad stiewn 1its decay upon the vingmn twif and no former
experlence had ripened mto snmme:r and faded 1mnto
autumn in the hearts of its mhabitants! That was a
world worth living m O, thou mmmurer, 1t is out of
the very wantonness of such a life that thou feignest
these idle lamentations Thereisnodecay. Xach human
soul 18 the first-created mhabitant of 1ts own Eden We
dwell 1 an old moss-covered mansion, and tread wn the
woin footprints of the past, and have a grey clergyman’s
ghost for our daily and mightly inmate , yet all these out-
ward circumstances are made less than visionary by the
renewing power of the spmit. Should the spirit ever lose
this power—should the withered leaves, and the rotten
branches, and the moss-covered house, and the ghost of
the grey past ever become its reahities, and the verdure
and the freshness metely 1ts fant dream—then let 1t pray
to be 1eleased fiom earth It will need the air of heaven
to 1evive 1its pristine eneigies '

. What an unlooked-for flight was this fiom om shadowy
avenue of black ash and balm of Gilead trees nto the in-
finite! Now we have om feet agan upon the turf No-
wheie does the grass sprmg up so industiiously as in this
homely yard, aiong the base of the stone wall, and m the
sheltered nooks of the buildings, and especially around
the southern dooistep—a Jocality which seems particulaily
favourable to its growth, for 1t 1s already tall enough to
bend over and wave m the wind I observe that several
weeds—and most frequently a plant that stains the
fingers withits yellow jnice—have survived and 1etamed
their {reshness and sap throughout the wmter Ouve
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hnows not how they have deserved such an exception from
the common lot ot themriace They aie now the patri-
archs of the departed year, and may pieach mortality to
the present generation of flovers and weeds.

Awong the delights of spring, how 15 1t possible to for-
get the birds? Lven the ciows were welcome as the
sahle harbingers of a bughter and hveher race. They
vimted us befoie the snow was off; but scem mostly to
have betaken themselves to 1emote depths of the woods,
which they haunt all summer long. Many a time shall
I distmb them there, and feel as if I had mtruded among
a company of silent worshippers, as they sit in Sabbath
stillness among the tiee tops Then voces, when they
speak, are m admirable accordance with the tranquil soli-
tude of a summer afternoon , and, resounding so far above
the head, theii loud clamour mcieases the religious quiet
of the scene mstead of breakmgit A crow, liowever, has
no real pretensions to religion, m spite of his gravity of
mien and black attire , heis certainly a thief, and probably

,an mfidel  The gulls are far more 1espectable, in a moral
pomt of view. These demizens of sea-heaten 10cks and
haunteis of the lonely beach come up om 1nland river at
this season, and soar high overhead, flapping then broad
wings n the upper sunshine  They are among the most
pieturesque of birds, because they so float and 1est upon
the an as to become almost stationary parts of the land-
scape. The mmagmation has time to giow acquainted
with them; they have not flitted avay in a moment
You go up among the clouds and greet these lofty-flighted
gulls, and repose confidently with them upon the sustamn-
ing atmosphere Ducks have then haunts along the
solitary places of the river, and alight in flucks upon the
broad bosom of the overflowed meadows Then fhght s
too 1apid and determed for the eye to catch enjoyment
from 1t, although 1t never fuils to stir up the heart with
the sportman’s ineradicable mstmet. They have now
gone farther northwaid, but will visit us agamm m antumn,

The smaller birds—the hittle songsters of the woods,
and those that baunt man’s dwellings and clmim human
fitendship by building their nests under the sheltering
€aves o1 among the orchaid trees—these 1equire a touch



- ' BUDS AND BIRD VOIOES. 137

more delicate and a gentler heat than mme to do them
justice  Their outburst of melody 18 like a brook let loose
from wmtiy chamns We need not deem 1t a too high
and solemn word to call 1t a Lymn of praise to the Creator ,
simce Natuie, who pictuies the reviving year in so many
sights of beauty, has expressed the sentiment of renewed
Iife 1n no other sound save the notes of these blessed bnds.
Then musie, howevel, just now, seems to be mcidental,
and not the 1esult of o set purpose They are diseussing
the economy of Iife and love and the site and architectue
of their summer residences, and have no time to sit on a
twig and powr forth solémn hymns, or overtuies, operas,-
syinphonies, and waltzes Anvious questions are asked ,
grave subjects are settled in quick and amimated debate,
and only by occasional aceident, as fiown pure ecstasy, does
a rich waible roll 1ts tiny waves of golden sound thiough
the atmosphere. Then little bodies a1e as busy as then
voices , they are mm a constant flutter and 1estlessness.
Even when two o1 thiee 1etieat to a tree top to hold
councl, they wag their tails and heads all the time with
the mriepressible activity: of thewr nature, which perhaps
renders their biief spwn of Iife mn 1eality as long as the
patriaichal age of sluggish man  The blackbirds, thiee
spectes of which consort togethei, are the noisiest of all
our feathered citizens (reat companies of them—more
than the famous * four and twenty ” whom Mother Goose
has immortalized—congiegate m contiguous tree tops and
vociferate with all the clamow and confusion of a turbu-
lent political meeting Politics, certainly, must be the

- oceaston of such tumultuous debates , but still, unlike all

other politicians, they nstil meclody into then mdividual
utterances and produce harmony as a geneial effect  OF
all bud voices, none aie moie sweet and cheerful to my
ear than those of swallows, 1n the dim, sun-stieaked in-
terior of a lofty barn, they addiess the heait with even
a closer sympathy than 1obiniedbireast. But, indeed, all
these winged people, that dwell in the vieimty of home-
steads, seem to partake of human natuie, and possess the
geim, 1f not the development, of immortal souls We
hear them saymg then melodious prayers at morning’s
blush and eventide. A httle while ago, in the deep of
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night, there came the hively thrill of a bud’s note fiom a
neighbonng t1ce—a 1eal song, such as gieets the purple
dawn or mingles with the yollow sunshine  What counld
the Iittle bird mean by powing 1t forth at mudmght?
Probably the musie gushed out of the midst of o dream
m which he fancied himself in paradise with his mate, but
suddenly awoke on a cold, leafless bough, with a New
Eungland mist penetiating thiough Ins feathers. That
was a sad exchange of imagmation for r1eality

Insects aie among the eamliest births of spring  Mul-
titudes of I know not what spccies appeared long ago on
the surfaco of the snow. Clouds of them, almost too
mmute fo1 sight, hover m a beam of sunshine, and vanish,
as 1f anminlated, when they pass mto the shade A mos-
quito has alieady been heard to sound the small horior
of lus bugle hoirn  Wasps infest the sanny windows of
the house A bee entered one of the chambers with a
prophecy of flovers Rate butterflies came before the
snow was off, flaunting m the chill breeze, and looking
forlorn and all astiay, i spite of the magnificence of themr
daik, velvet cloaks, with golden borders

The fields and woodpaths have as yet few charms to
entice the wanderter In a walk, the other day, I found
no violets, nor anemones, nor any thing i the hikeness of
a flower It was worth while, however, to ascend our op-
posite hill for the sake of gaming a general idea of the
advance of sping, which I had hitheirto been studying in
its mmute developments The 11ver lay around me 1 o
semicucle, overflowing all the meadows which give 1t 1ts
Indian name, and offering a noble bicadth to sparkle in
the sunbeams Along the luther shoie a 10w of trees
stood up to their knees 1n water , and afar off, on the sur-
face of the stieam, tufts of bushes thiust up thew heads,
as 1t were, to breathe The most stiithimg objects were
great solitary trees here and there, with a mile wide waste
of water all around them  The curtailment of the trunk,
by 1ts immersion i the river, quite destroys the fair pro-
portions of the tree, and thus makes us sensible of a
tegularity and propriety in the usual forms of Nature,
The flood of the present season—though 1t never amounts
to a freshet on our quiet stieam—has encioached farther
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upon the land than any pievious one for at least a score
of years It has overflowed stone fences, and even ren-
dered a portion of the highway navigable for boats The
wateis, however, are now gradually subsiding , 1slands be-
come annexed to the main land , and other 1slands cmerge,
like new creations, fiom the watery waste The scene
supplies an admrable 1mage of the 1ecedmg of the Nile,
except that there1s no deposit of black shime , o1 of Noah’s
flood, only that there 1s a fieshness and novelty in these
1ecovered portions of the continent which give the mm-
pression of a woild just made 1ather than of one so pol-
uted that a deluge bad been1equisite to purify it These
upspuingmng 1slands are the greenest spots i the land-
scape , the fiist gleam of sunlight suffices to cover them
with verdue.

Thank Piovidence for spring! The earth—-and man
himself, by sympathy with his birthplace—would be far
other than we find them 1f Ife toiled wearily onward
without this periodical mfusion of the primal spirit  Will
the world ever be so decayed that spring may not renew
its greenness?  Can man be so dismally age-stiicken that
no famtest sunshme of his youth may i1evisit him once a
year ? It 15 mmpossible The moss on our timeworn
manston brightens nto beauty ; the good old pastor who
once dwelt heie 1enewed his prime, regamned his boyhood,
m the gemal breezes of his ninetieth spung Alas fo
the woin and heavy soul 1f, whether in youth o1 age, 1t
has outhved 1ts privilege of spring-time sprightliness !
From such a soul the woild must hope no 1eformation of
its evil, no sympathy with the lofty faith and gallant
struggles of those who contend 1n 1ts bebalf, Summer
works 1n the present, and thinks not of the future,
autumn 18 a rich conservative , winter has utterly lost ats
faith, and chngs tiemulously to the 1emembrance of what
has been, but spring, with 1ts outgushing life, 1s the true
type of the movement.
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an old coat for puvate weal, manufucturcd, I suspect, by
a Chmese talor, in exact imtation of a beloved old coat
of mine, with a facsimile, stitch by stitch, of a patch
upon the elbow  In truth, the singular and mmute comn-
cidences that occui, both in the accidents of the passing
day and the scrious events of our lives, remind me of
those doubtful legends of lovers, or twin childien, twins
of fate, who have lived, enjoyed, suffered, and died 1
umson, each faithfully 1epeating the last tremor of the
other’s breath, though separated by vast tracts of sea and
land, Stiange to ray, vay incommodities belong equally
to my companion, though the burden 13 nowise alleviated
by his participation  The other morning, after a mght
of torment from the tcothache, I met Munsieur du Miron
with such a swollen anguish mt his cheek that my own
pangs wetre redoubled, as were also his, if I might judge
by a fiesh contortion of his visage All the inequalities
of my spuits are communicated to him, causing the un-
fortunate Monsteur du Mnoir to moepe and sccwl thiough
a whole summmet’s day, or to laugh as long, for no better
1eason than the gay ov gloomy crotchets of my biam.
Once we were joint sufferers of a thiee month<’ sickness,
and met like mutual ghosts in the first days of conval-
escence, Whenever I have been in love, Monsiem du
Miroir has looked passionate and tender, and never did
my mustress discard me but tlns too susceptible gentleman
giew lackadaisieal. His temper, also, 115es to blood heat,
fever heat, or boiling water heat, according to the mea-
sure of any wiong which might secem to have fallen en-
tirely on mysclf I have sometimes been calmed down by
the sight of my own mordinate wrath depicted on his fiown-
ing brow  Yet, however prompt in taking up my quarrels,
I cannot call to mind that be ever stiuck a downuight
blow on my behalf ; nor, in fact, do I perceive that any
real and tangible good has 1esulted fiom his constant in-
terference 1n my affairs, so that, in my distrustful moods,
I am apt to suspeet Monsicur du Mitoir's sympathy to be
mere outwaid show, not a whit better nor worse than
other people’s sympathy. Nevertheless, as mortal man
must have something m the guise of sympathy—and
whether the true metal, o1 merely copperwashed, is of
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less moment—I choose 1ather to content myself wilh
Monsieur du Miroir's, such as 1t 1s, than to seek the ster-
lmmg coin, and perhaps miss cven the counterfeit

In my age of vamities I have often seen bim m the ball-
100m, and might agam weie I to seek him there We
have encountered each other at the Tiemont Theatie,
whete, however, he took s seat neither m the dress
circle, pit, no1 upper 1egions, nor thiew a simgle glance at
the stage, though the brightest star, even Fanny Kemble
herself, might be culminating there No, this whimsical
friend of mine chose to linger in the saloon, near one of
the laige looking-glasses which thiow back then pictwes
of the illuminated room He 18 so full of these unac-
countable eccentricities that I never like to notice Mon-
grieur du Mirow, nor to acknowledge the shightest connec-
tion with him, in places of public 1esoit  He, however,
has no scruple about claiming my acquantance, even
when lus common sense, if he bad any, might teach him
that T would as willingly exchange a nod with the Old
Nick It was but the other day that he got into a Jaige
brass kettle at the entrance of a haidware stoie, and
thrust Ins head, the moment afterwards, mto a bright,
new waiming pan, whence he gave rne a most merciless
look of recogmition  He smiled, and so did I ; but these~
childish tiicks make decent people 1ather shy of Monsienr
du Miron, and subject im to more dead cuts than any
other gentleman m town

One of this singular person’s most remarkable peculiar-
wties 15 his fondness for water, wherem he excels any
temperance man whatever  IIis pleasuie, 1t must be
owned, 1s not so much to drmk 1t (in which 1espect a very
moderate quantity will answer his occasions) as to souse
himself over head and eais wherever he may meet with 1t.
Perhaps he 15 & merman, or born of a metmaid’s mainage
with a mottal, and thus amphibious by hereditary 11ght,
like the clildien which the old 1ver deities, or nymphs
of fountamns, gave to earthly love When no cleaner
bathing place happened to be at hand, T have seen the
foohish fellow in a horse-pond. Sometimes he 1efreshes
Inmself m the tiough of a town pump, without carisg
what the people think about hum  Often, while caefully
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prekimg my way along the stieet after a heavy showet, 1
have been scandalized to see Monsienr du Miromr, m full
diess, paddlmg fiom one mud puddle to anothei, and
plunging mto the filthy depths of each. Seldom have I
peeped mto a well without discernmg thiz vidienlous
gentleman at the bottom, whence he gazes up, as through
o long telescopie tube, and probably makes discoveries
among the stars by dayhght ~ Wandeiing along lonesome

paths or m pathless forests, when T have come to vngm
fountamns, of which 1t would have been pleasant to deem
myself the first discoverer, Thave started to find Monsicur
du Mnoir there before me  The sohitude seemed loncher
for his presence. I bave leaned from a precipice that
fiowns over Lake Geoirge, which the French call Nature’s,
font of sacramental water, and used 1t m therr log
chuiches here and their cathedials Leyond the sea, and
seen Inm far below m ibat pure clement At Niagaa,

too, where I would gladly have foigotten both myselt and
him, I could not help obscrving my companion m the
smooth water on the very veige of the catamact just above

the Table Rock  Were I o reach the sources of the Nile,

T should expect to meet himthere  Unless he be another

Ladwlad, whose gaiments the depths of ocean could not

moisten, 1t 18 difficult to conceive how he keeps himself

m any decent pickle , though I am bound to confess that

Ins clothes scem always as diy and comfortable as my

own But, as a fnend, I could wish that he would not so

often expose himself 1 hiquor.

All that I have lutherto related may be classed among
those little peisonal oddities which agreeably diversify
the surface of sogiety, and, though they may sometimes
annoy us, yet kéep our daly mtercomse fiesher and
hivehier than if they \were done away. By an occasional
hint, howevei, I haveéyendeavouied to pave the way for
stranger things to comge, which, had they been disclosed
at once, Monsieur du Muron mght have been decmed a
shadow, and mysclf a person of no veiaaity, and this
truthful history a fnbulo(ns legend Buf, now that the
reader knows me worthy of his confidence, I will begin to
make him stare

To speak fiankly, then, T '\\,ould biing the most astound-

RN
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ing proofs that Monsiemr du Miroir is at least a conpuier,
if not one of that unearthly tribe with whom conjurers
deal He has inscrutable methods of conveying himself
fiom place to place with the rapidity of the swiftest
steamboat or rail car  Brick walls, and oaken doors, and

. iron bolts are no impediment to his passage Here m
my chamber, for instance, as the evening deepens into
night, I sit alone—the key turned and withdrawn from
the lock, the keyhole stuffed with paper to keep out a
peevish little blast of wind  Yet, lonely as I ¢cem, were
I to 1ift one of the lamps and step five paces castwaid,
Monsieur du Muoir would be suie to meet me with a
lamp also m his hand, and were I to take the stage
coach to-morrow, without giving him the least hint of my
design, and post onward till the” week's end, at whatever
hotel I might find myself I should expect to shaie my
private apartment with this inevitable Monsiem du
Mirawr.  Or, out of @ mere waywaid fantasy. were I to go,
by moonhight, and stand beside the stone font of the
Shaker’s Spring at Canterbury, Monsieur du Miroir would
set forth on the same fool's errand, and wounld not
faal to meet me thete Shall T heighten the 1eader’s
wonder ¥ While writing these latter sentences, I hap-
pened to glance towards the large, round globe of one of
the brass andirons, and, lo! a mmatwie apparition of
Mousteur du Miroir,with his face widened aud grotesquely
contorted, as if he were making fun of my amazement !
But he has played so many of these jokes that they begin
to lose thew effect  Once, presumptuous that he was, he
stole mto the heaven of a young lady’s eyes: so that,
wiile I gazed and was dreaming only of heiself, I found
Inim also in my dream. _ Years have so changed him smce
that he need never hope to enter those heavenly o1bs again
Trom these veritable statements it will be readily con-
- cluded that, had Mon<ieur du Mnon played such pranks
“m old witch times, matters might have gone hard with.
him ; at least, 1f the constable and posse comitatus conld
have executed a warrant, or the jaler had been cunnming
enough to keep him  But it has often occurred to me as
a very singular encumstance, and as betokenmg either a
temperament morbidly suspicious or some weighty canr
K
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of apprehension, that he never trusts hlm&!.thcry and
grasp even of his most mtimate friend  If you wie,l
ward to meet him, he 1eadily advances ; 1if you oﬂ'el him
your hand, he extends s own with an ar of the utmost
frankness ; but, though you calculate upon a hearty shake,
you donot get hold of lus little finger.  Ah, this Monsicur
du Muroir 18 a shippery fellow !

These truly are matters of special admuration.  After

vainly endeatouring, by the sticnuous exertion of my
own wits, to gam a satisfactory mnsight mto the character
of Monsieur du Muoir, I had 1ecourse to certam wise
men, and also to books of abstiuge philosophy, secking
who 1t was that haunted me, and why. 1 hesrd long
lectures and 1ead huge volumes with little profit beyond
the knowledge that many former stances are recorded,
in successive ages, of similar connections between ordinary
mortals and beings possessing the attiibutes of Monsienr
du Miroir  Some now alive, perthaps, besides myseclf have
such attendants .Would that Monsteur du Mnon could
be persuaded to transfer lus attachment to one of those,
and allow some other of his 1ace to assume the sitration
that he now holds m 1egmid to me! If I 1
have so intrusive an mtimate, who stares me
in my closest privacy and follows me even t r
chamber, 1 should prefer-—scandal apart—tl
bloom of a young girl to the dark and beardes
my present companion But such desues m
be gratified Though the membeis of M
Miron’s famuly have been accused, perhaps just
g then firends often i splendid halls, and
darksome dungeons, yet they exhibit a rare cor
the objects of then first attachment, however un
person o1 unamiable in disposition—however unfé
or even mnfamous, and deserted by all the woild »
So will it be with my associate Qut £, X anp®
separably blended It 13 my belief, as I i §.ﬁ. Gy
Img with my eahest recollections, that ‘we cam
existence together, as my shadow follows me m’
sunshine, and that heieafter, as heretofore, the brie
or gloom of my fortunes will shine upon or daike
face of Monsieur du Mnoir. As we have been
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‘together, and as 1t is now near the summer noon with
both of us, so, 1f long Dfe be granted, shall each count
his own wiinkles on the other’s brow, and lus white haus
on the othei’s head. Aud when the coffin hid shall have
closed over me and that face and foum, which, more tinly
than the lover sweais 1t to hus beloved, are the gole hight
of his existence—when they shall be lmd n that dark
chamber, whither is swift and secret fooisteps cannot
bimg him—then what 15 to become of poor Monsteur du
Muowr? Wil he have the fortitude, with my other
fuiends, 1o tahe a last look atmy pale countenance? Will
e walk foremost m the funeial ttain? Wil he come
often and haunt around my grave, and weed away the
nettles, and plant flowers amd the verdure, and scrape
the moss out of the letters of my buual stone? Will he
Imger where I have hived, to 1emind the neglectful world
of one who staked much to win a name, but w11l not then
care whether lie lost o1 won?

Not thus will he prove his deep fidelity, O, what
terror, 1if this fniend of mne, after om last fmewell, should
step mto the crowded sticet, o1 10am along our old fie-
quented path by the still wateis, or sit down m the
domestic cirele whete our faces are most familiar and be-
loved! Noj; but when the 1ays of heaven shall bless me
no mote, nor the thoughtful lamphight gleam upon my
studies, nor the cheerful fueside gladden the meditative
man, then, Ins task fulhlled, shall this mysterious being
vawsh fiom the earth forever. e will pass to the duk
realm of nothmgness, but will not find me there

Theie 1s sometlung femful m bearing such a 1elation
to a creatwme so imperfectly known, and m the idea that,
to o certamn extent, all which conceins myself will be 1e-
flected m 1ts consequences upon him, When we feel that
another 1s to share the selfsame fortune with ouselves
we judge more severely of our prospeets, and withhold
-om confidence fiom that delusive magie which appears to
shed an mfallibihity of happiness over our own pathway.
Of late yems, mndecd, there has been much to sadden my
mtercomse with Monsieur du Muoir, Had not owt union
been a necessary condition of our Iife, we must have been
estranged cre now. In emly youth, when my affections

2t 4
” .
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were waim and fiee, I loved him well, and conld always
spend a pleasant hour m lns society, chiefly because it
gave me an excellent opmion of myself. Speechless as he
was, Monsiemr du Miroir had then a most agieeable way
of calling me a handsome fellow , and I, of course, 1e-
turned the comphment , so that, the more we kept each
other’s company the gieater coxcombs we mutually girew.
But neither of us need apprehend any such musfortune
now, When we chance to mect—for 1t 15 chance oftener
than design—ench glances sadly at the other's forehead,
dreading wrmhles there , and at our temples, whence the
han 1s thinning away too emly ; and at the sunken eyes,
which no longer shed a gladsome light over the whole
face T involuntanily peruse him as a record of my heavy
youth, which has been wasted m sluggishness for lack of
hope and 1mpulse, or equally thrown away i toil that
had no wise motive and has accomphished no good end

I perceive that the tranquil gloom of a disappomted soul
has darkened through ns countenance, wheie the black-
ness of the future seems to mingle with the shadows of
the past, giving him the aspect of a fated man, Is it too
wild a thought that my fate may have assumed thig 1m-
age of myself, and therefore haunts me with such mewvit-
able pertinacity, onigmating every act which it appears
to imitate, wlnle 15 delndes me by pretending to share
the events of which it 15 merely the emblem and the
prophecy I must banish this iden, or 1t will throw too
deep an awe 10und my companion At our next meeting,_
especially 1f 1t be at midmght o1 1 solitude, T fear that I
shall glance aside and shudder; i which case, as Monsiom

du Miron 1s extiemely sensitive to 1ll-treatment, he also
will avert his eyes and express horior o1 disgust.

But no; this 1s unworthy of me  As of old I sought
his society tor the bewitchmg dicams of womau’s love
which he mspuned and beeause I fancied a buight fortune
m lus aspect, 50 now will I hold daily and long communion
with him for the sake of the stern lessons that he wmill
teach my manhood. With-folded arms we will sit face
to face, and lengthen out our silent conveise till a wiser
cheerfulness shall have been wiought from the very text-
ure of despondency. He will say, perhaps ndignantly,

- N —
’
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that 1t befits only lum to mourn for the decay of outward
gace, which, while he possessed 1t, was hisall.  But have
not you, he will ask, a tieasure 1 1eserve, to which every
ycar may add far more value than age o1 death itself can
snatch from that miserable clay? He will tell me that
though the bloom of ife has been mpped with a frost, yet
the soul must not sit shivermy 1 its cell, but bestn itself
manfully, and kindle a genial warmth fiom its own exer-
cise agamnst the autumnal and the wmntry atmosphere.
And I, mm 1eturn, will id him be of good cheer, nor take
1t aimss that I must blanch lius locks and wrmkle him up
like a wilted apple, since 1t shall be my endeavour so to
beautify his face with mtellect and mld benevolence that
he shall profit 1mmensely by the change Buf here a
smile will ghmmer somewhat sadly over Monsieur du
Mirow's visage

VWhen this subject shall have been sufficiently discussed
we may take up others as mpoirtant Reflecting upon
his power of folloning me to the remotest 1egions and
mto the deepest privacy, I will compaie the attempt to
escape him to the hopeless 1ace that men sometimes run
with memo1y, or their own heaits, or then moral selves,
which, though burdened with caies enough to crush an
clephant, will never be one step behind. I will bo self-
contemplative, as Nature bids me, and make him the
picture or visible type of what I muse upon, that my mmd
may not wander so vaguely as heretofore, chasing 1ts own
shadow throngh a chaos and catching only the monsters
that abide therte  Then will we turd our thoughts to the
spirttnal world, of the reality of which my companions
shall furmsh me an llustiation, if not an argument, for,
as we have only the testimony of the eye to Monsiem du
Miroir’s existence, while all the other senses would fail to
mform us that snch a figme stands withm aim’s length,
wherefore should theie not-be beings innumerable close
beside us, and filling heaven and earth with thenr mulir-
tude, yet of whom no corporeal perception can take cog-
mzance? A bhind man might as 1easonably deny that
Monstemr du Mnon exists as we, because the Creator has
lutherto withheld the sprstual perception, can therefore
contend that there aie no sphits O, there are] And,
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at this moment, when the subject of which I wiite has
grown strong withm me and suirounded 1tself with those
solemn and awful associations which might have scemed
most alien to 1f, I could fancy that Monsieur du Mnoir
himself is & wanderer from the spimtual world, with
nothing human except ns delusive gaiment of visibility.
Methmks I should tremble now weire his wizard power
of ghding through all mmpediments m search of me to
place him suddenly before my eyes.

Hat What 158 yonder? Shape of mystery, did the
tremour of my heattstimgs vibiate to thine own, and call
thee fiom thy home among the dancers of the noithein -
Iights, and shadows flung fiom departed sunshine, and
giant specties that appear on clouds at daybreak and
atfiight the chimber of the Alps? In truth 1t startled me,
as I threw a wary glance eastward across the chamber, to
discern an unbidden guest with his eyes bent on-mine.
The 1dentical MoNsIEUR DU 3IROIR ! Still theie he sits
and returns my gaze with as much of awe and curiosity
as if he, too, had spent a solitary evening m fantastic
musings and made me his theme, So mmitably does he
counterfert that I could almost doubt which of us 1s the
visiona1y form, o1 whether each be not the other’s mystery,
and both twimn brethien of one fate, in mutually 1eflected
spheres. O fizend, canst thou not hear and answer me?
Bieak down the baiiier between us! Giasp my hand!
Speakkt ILasten! A few words, perhaps, might satisfy
the feverish yeaiming of my soul for some master thought
that should guide me through this labyrmth of hife, teach-
mg wherefore I was boin, and how to do my task on
earth, and what 1s death, Alas! Xven that unieal im-
age should foiget to ape me and smile at these vain
questions. Thus do mortals deify, as 1t were, a mere
shadow of thémselves, a spectie of human reason, nnd
ask of that to wiveil the mysteries which Divine Intell-
gence has 1evealed.go far as needful to our guidance, and
hid the rest.

Farewell, Monsieur\du Mnowr. Of you, perhaps, as of
many men, 1t may be doubted whether you aie the wiser,
though your whole business 18 REFLECTION.



THE HALL OF FANTASY.

It has happened to me, on various occasions, to find my-
self 1n a certamn edifice which would appear to have some
of the chaiacteristics of a public exchange. Its mteiion
1s a spactous hall, with a pavement of white maible
Overhead 1s a lofty dome, suppoited by long 10ws of
pillars of fantastic architecture, the idea of which was
probably taken fiom the Moorish runs of the Alhambra,
o1 perhaps fiom some enchanted edifice mn the Arabian
tales The windows of this hall have a bieadth and
grandeur of design and an elaborateness of workmanship
that have nowhere been equalled except i the Gothic
cathedials of the old woild ILiake their prototypes, too,
they admit the hght of heaven only through stamed and
pietured glass, thus filling the hall with many-coloured
radiance, and pamting 1ts marble floor with beautiful or
grotesque designs ; so that 1ts mmmates breathe, as 1t wete,
a vistionary atmosphere, and tiead upon the fantasies of
poetic minds. These pecubarities, combining a wilder
nuxture of styles than even an American architect
usually recognizes as allowable—Grecian, Gothie, O11ental,
and nondesciipt—cause the whole edifice to give the 1m-
pression of a dieam, which might be dissipated and
shattered to fiagments by metely stamping the foot upon
the pavement Yet, with such modifications and repairs
as successive ages demand, the Hall of Fantasy 1s likely
to endure longer than the most substantial stincture that
ever cumbered the earth

It 18 not at all tumes that one can gam admittance into
this edifice, although most persons enter 1t at some period
or other of then lives, if not 1 then waking moments, |
then by the univeisal passport of a dieam At my last
visit I wandered thither unawmes while my mind was
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busy with an idle tale, and was staitled by the throng of
people who seemed suddenly to 1ise up around me,

“Bless me! Where am I?” cued I, with but a dim
recogmition of the place.

“Yon are m a spot,” suid a fizend who chanced to be
near at hand, ‘‘which occupies m the world of fancy the
same position which the Bourse, the Rialto, and the
Tschange do 1n the commercial woild All who have
affans 1n that mystic region, which lies above, below, or
beyond the actual, may here meet and talk over the busi-
ness of then dieams” .

“ Tt is a noble hall,” observed I

“Yes,” he replied ' Yet we see but a small portion
of the edifice In its upper stories me said to be apart-
ments where the mhabitants of earth may hold converse
with those of the moon ; and beneath our feet aue gloomy
vells, which communicate with the infernal 1egions, and
where monsters and chimeias are kept 1 confinement
and fed with all unwholesomeness ” |

In mches and on pedestals atonnd about the hall stood
the statues o1 busts of men who m every age have been
1ulers and demigods in the 1ealms of mmagination and 1ts
kindred 1egions. The grand old countenance of Homer ;
the shrunken and decrepit forn but vivid face of Esop,
the dark presence of Dante; the wild Ariosto, Rabelais’
smile of decp-wionght miith, the piofound, pathetic
humour of Ceivantes ; the all-glorions Shakespeare ;
Spenser, meet guest for an allegoric stiucture ; the severe
divimty of Milton, and Bunyan, moulded of homecliest
clay, but mstinct with celestial fire—were those that
chiefly attiacted my ecye  Tielding, Ilichaidson, and
Scott occupred conspicuous pedestals  In an obscure and
shadowy niche was depostted the bust of our countryman,
the anthor of Arthma Mervyn.

“Besides these mndestructible memorials of real genus,”
1emarked my companion, “each century has erccted
statues of 1ts own ephemeral favouiites in wood.”

“I observe a few crumbling ielics of such,” said T.
“ But ever and anon, I suppose, Oblivion comes with her
huge broom and sweeps them all fiom the maible floor
But such will never be the fate of thisfine statue of Goethe ”
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“ Nor of that next to it—Emanuel Swedenborg,” said
he “Wete ever two men of transcendent imagmation
more unhke?}”

In the centre of the hall springs an ornamental fountain,
the water of which continually throws itsclf mto new
shapes and snatches the most diversified hues from the
stamed atmosphete around It is impossible to concerve
what a stranze vivacity is mmparted to the scene by the
magic dance of this fountain, with 1ts endless transforma-
tions, m which the mmagmative beholder may discern
what form he will The water s supposed by some to
flow fiom the same source as the Cistalian spring, and 1s
extolled by other» as nmtmng the vutues of the Fountam
of Youth with those of many other enchanted wells long
celebrated in tale and song. Having never tasted it, I
can bear no testimony to its quality

“Did you ever drink this water?” T mquired of my
friend.

“A few sips iow and then,” answered he  “But theie
are men here who make 1t then constant beverage—or,
at least, have thc credit of domgz so  Tun some instances
it 1s known to have intovicating qualities”

“ Pray let us look at these water dumkers,” said L

So we passed among the fantastic pillars t1ill we eame
to a spot where a number of persons were clustered to-
gether in the light of one of the great stamed wimndows,
which seemed to glomfy the whole group as well as the
marble that they trod on Most of them were men of
broad forcheads, meditative countenances, and thought-
ful, inward eyes, yet it requured Lut a trifle to snmmon
up mirth, peeping out from the very midst of grave and
lofty musmgs  Some strode about, ot leaned ngainst the
pillars of the hall, alone and n silence, then faces wore a
rapt expression, as 1f sweet music were in the an around
them, or as if then inmost souls were about to float avay
m song  Ope o1 two, perhaps, stole a glance at the by-
stande1s, to watch if their poetic absorption were observed
Othersstood talking in groups, with a liveliness of expres-
sion, a ready smle, and a hght, mtellectual laughter,

which showed how rapidly the shafts of wit were glancing
to and fro among them
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A few held lugher conveise, which caused their calm
and melancholy souls to beam moonlight fiom their eyes
As I lingered near them—for I felt an mward attraction
towards these men, as 1if the sympathy of feeling, 1f not
of genius, had united me to their oder—my firend men-
tioned several of their names. The woild has hikewise
heard those names ; with some 1t has been famliar for
years , and otheis ate daly making their way deeper into
the umversal heart

“Thank Heaven,” observed I to my companion, as wo
passed to another pait of the hall, “ we have done with
this techy, wayward, shy, pioud, unreasonable set of
lamel gatherers. I love them mn their woiks, but have
little desire to meet them elsewhere ”

“You have adopted an old picjudice, I see,” 1eplied
my friend, who was familia1 with most of these woithies,
being hinself a student of poetry, and not without the
poetic flame. ¢ But, so far as my experlence goes, men
of genus are fawrly gifted with the social qualities, and
mn this age theie appears to be a fellow-feeling among
them which had not heietofore been developed As men,
they asknothing better thanto be on equal terms with thewr
fellow-men | and as authors, they have thrown aside thewr
proverbial jealousy, and acknowledge a generous birother-
hood.”

“The world does not think so,” answered I. “An
author 1s received m geneial society pretty much as we
honest citizens aie in the Hall of Fantasy We gaze at
him as 1f he had no business among us, and question
whether he 1s fit for any of our purswts”

“Then 1t 15 a very foolish question,” said he.  Now,
here are a class of men whom we may daily meet on
’Change  Yet what poet mn the hall 1s moie a fool of
fancy than the sagest ef them 9”

He pomted to a number of persons, who, - mamfest as
the fact was, would have deemed 1t an insult to be told
that they stood in the Hall of Fantasy. Their visages
were traced into wrinkles and fuirows, each of which
scemed the 1ecoid of some actual expeiience™in life
Therr eyes had the shiewd, caleulating glance which de-
tects so quickly and so sutely all that it concerns a man
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of business to knovw about the characters and purposes of
hus fellow-men.  Judging them as they stood, they might
be honowed and t1usted members of the Chamber of Com-
merce, who had found the genumne sceret of wealth and
whose sigacity gave them the commuand of fortune There
was a chaacter of detad and matter of fact i thewr talk
which concealed the extravagance of its purport, insomuch
that the wildest schemes had the aspect of every-day real-
ities  Thus the listener was not stmtled at the 1dea of cities
to be built, as 1f by magic, 1 the heart of pathless forests ;
and of streets to be laid out wheie now the sea was toss-
mg , and of mighty rivers to be stayed i therr courses
in order to turn the machinery of a cotton mull It was
only by an effort, and scarcely then, that the mind con:
vinced itself that such speculations were as much matter
of fantasy as the old dicam of Eldorado, o1 as Mammon’s
Cave, or any other vision of gold ever conjured up by the
magination of needy poet o1 romantic adventurer

“Upon my word,” saud I, “it 18 dangerous to isten to
such dreawmers as these  Their madness 1s contagious ”

“Yes,” said my fuend, “ because they mistake the Hall
of Fantasy for actual buck and mortar, and its puple
atmosphere for unsoplisticated sunshme. DBut the poet
knows his whereabout, and theiefore 1s less hkely to make
a fool of lumself m 1cal hfe”

“Here agam,” observed I, as we advanced a httle far-
ther, “ we see another otder of dreamers, peculiarly cha-
acteiistie, too, of the gemus of our ccuntry ” -

These were the mventors of fantastic machmes  Models
of their contrivances weie placed aganst some of the pil-
lars of the hall, aud afiorded good emblems of the 1esult
generally to be anticipated friom an attempt to 1educe
daydieams to practice  The analogy may hold m morals
as well as physies , for mstance, here was the model of a
railtoad through the an and a tunnel uuder the sea.
Here was a machme—stolen, I believe—for the distillation
of heat from moonshme, and another for the condensation
of morning mist mto square blochs of gianite, wherewith
it was proposed to iebuild the entire Hall of Fantasy.
One man exhibited a soat of lens whereby he had suc-
ceeded 1n making sunshine out of a lady’s smile, and 1t
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was his purpose wholly to irrathate the eairth by means
“of this wonderful invention .
¢ Tt 15 nothing new,” rard I ; “for most of our sunshine
comes fiom woman’s smile already ”

“True,” answered the inventor ; “but my machine will
secure a constant supply for domestic use ; wheieas
hitherto it has been very precaiious ”

Another person had a scheme for fixing the 1eflections
of objects in a pool of water, and thus taking the most
Iifelike portraits imagmable , and the same gentleman
demonstrated the practicability of giving a permanent
dye to ladies’ diesses, 1n the gorgeous clouds of sunset
There were at Jeast fifty kinds of peipetual motion, one
of which was applicable to the wits of newspaper editois
and wuters of every descuption  Professor Espy was
here, with a tremendous storm 1 a gum-elastic bag. I
could enumerate many more of these Utopian inventions,
but, after all, a more imagmative collection 1sto be found
m the patent office at Washmngton.

Twnmg fiom the imventers we took a more general
survey of the mnmates of the hall Many peisons were
present whose right of entiance appeared to consist in
some crotchet of the brain, which, so long as it might op-
erate, produced a change in their 1elation to the actual
world, It is singular how very few there are who do not
occasionally gamn admuttance on such a scoie, either in
abstiacted musings, o1 momentary thoughts, or bright
anticipations, or vivid remembiances , for even the actual
becomes 1deal, whether 1n hope or memory, and beguiles
the dicamer into the Hall of Fantasy. Some unfortunates
make thehr whole abode and busiuess here, and contiact
habits which unfit them for all the 1eal employments of
Ife.  Others—but these are few—possess the faculty, in
their oceasional visits, of discovering a purer tinth than
the woild can 1mpart among the hghts and shadows of
these pictmed windows

And with all its dangerous influences, we have reason
to thank God that there 1ssuch a place of refuge from the
gloom and clullness of actual life  Hither may come the
prisoner, escaping from his datk and narrow cell and
cankerous chain, to bieathe fiee air m this enchanted at-
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mosphere. The sick man leaves his wemy pi#low, and
finds strength to wander hithei, though his wasted limbs
might not support him even to the thieshold of his cham-
ber  The exile passes thiough the Hall of Fantasy to 1e-
visit his native soil The bmden of years 1olls down
from the old man’s shouldets the moment that the door
closes Mourners leave their heavy soriows at the en-
trance, and here rejomn the lost ones whose faces would
else be seen no more, until thought shall have become the
only fact It may be samd, mn truth, that there 1s but
-half a hife—the meaner and earthher half—for those who
never find their way into the hall. Nor must I fail to
mention that 1 the observatory of the edifice 1s kept that
wonder ful perspective glass, through which the shepherds
of the Delectable Mountains showed Chistian the fai-off
gleam of the Celestial City. The eye of Faith still loves
to gaze thiough 1t.

“ T obseive some men heie,” said I to my fizend, “who
might set up a strong clamm to be reckoned among the
most real personages of the day.”

¢ Certamly,” he replied. “If a man be m advance of
his age, he must be content to-make his abode mn this
hall until the lingering generations of his fellowmen come
up with him He can find no other shelter mm the uni-
veize DBut the fantasies of one day are the deepest 1eal-
1ties of a futme one ™

“Tt 18 difficult to distingmish them apait ammd the
gorgeous and bewildering light of this hall,” 1ejomed I
“The white sunshine of actual Iife 15 necessary i order
to test them I am rather apt to doubt both men and
theirreasonings till I meet them 1 that truthful medum »

“ Perhaps your faith m the ideal 1s deeper than you
are avare,” said my fuiend  ““You aie at least a demo-
ciat, and methinks no scanty share of such faith 1s essen-
tial to the adoption of that creed ” - i

Among the chamacters who had elicited these 1emaiks
weie most of the noted reformers of the day, whether
physies, politics, morals, or 1ehigion  There 15 no surer
method of arriving at the Hall of Fantasy than to thiow
one’s self mto the current of a theory, for, whatever land-
marks of fact may be set up along the stream, there is a
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law of nature that impels it thither, And let it beso;
for here the wise head and capacious heart may do their
work ; and what 18 good and trne becomes gradually
hardened into fact, while error melts away and vanishes
among the shadows of the hall. Therefore may none who
believe and rejoice in the progress of mankind be angry
with me because I recognized their apostles and leaders
amid the fantastic radiance of those pictured wimdows.
I love and honour such men as well as they

It wonld be endless to desctibe the herd of real or
self-styled reformers that peopled this place of refuge.
They were the representatives of an unguict period, when
mankind is seeking to cast off the whole tissue of ancient
custom like a tattered garment Many of them had got
possession of some crystal fragment of truth, the bright-
nesy of which so dazzled them that they could see nothing
else m the wide uniyverse. Here were men whose faith
had imbodied itself in the form of a potato; and others
whose long beards had a deep spivitual significance  Here
was the abolitionist, brandishing his one idea like an iron
flail. In a word, there were a thousand shapes of good
and evil, fath and infidelity, wisdom and nonsense—a
mo«t incongruons throng.

Yet, withal, the heart of the stanchest con<ervative,
unless he abjured his fellowship with man, could hardly
bave helped throbbmg m sympathy with the spinit that
pervaded these innumerable theorists It was good for
the man of unquickened heart to Iisten even to therr folly,
Far down beyond the fathom of the intellect the soul ac-
knowledged that all these varying and conflicting develop-
ments of humamty were united in one sentiment. e
the individual theory as wild as faney conld make it, stall
the wizer spimt would recognize the struggle of the race
after a better and purer Iife than had yet been 1ealised
on earth, My faith revived even vwhile T rejected all their
schernes Tt could not be that the world should continue
forever what it hag been; a soil wheie Happiness is so
rare a flower and Virtue %o often a blighted fruit, a battle
field where the good prineiple, with its <hield flung above
its head, can hardly save itself armd the rush of adverse
nfluences, In the enthusiasm of such thoughts I gazed



THE HALL OF FANTASY 159

through one of the pictured windows, and, behold ! the
whole external wotld was tinged with the dimly glonous
aspect that 1s pecuhar to the Hall of Fantasy, insomuch
that 1t seemed practicable at that very mstant to realise
some plan for the perfection of mankind, But, alas! if
refoimers would undeistand the sphere m which their lot
is cast, they must cease tolook thiough pictured windows
Yet they not only use this medium, but mistake 1t for the
whitest sunshine

% Come,” saxd I to my fuend, starting fiom a deep 1e-
verie, ““let us hasten hence o1 Ishall be tempted to make
a theory, after which thete is little hope of any man.”

“ Como hither, thon,” answeied he “Ilcie is one
theory that swallows up and annihilates all others.”

He led me to a distant part of the hall where a crowd
of deeply attentive auditors were assembled round an
clderly man of plam, honest, trustworthy aspect. With
an carnestne«s that betokened the smcerest faith.in lis
own doctrine, he announced that the destiuction of the
world was close at hand

1t 15 Father Miller himself 1" exclaimed I.

 No less o man,” smid my friend ; “and observe how
picturesque a contrast between his dogma and those of
the 1eformers whom we have just glanced at  They look
for the earthly perfection of mankind, and me forming
schemes which imply that the mmmortal spint will be
connected with a physical natue for mnumerable ages of
futurity On the other hand, hete comes good Father
Miller, and with one puff of his relentless theory scatters all
their dreams hke so many withered leaves upon the blast ”

‘Tt 1s, perhaps, the only method of getting maukind
out of the various perpleaities mnto which they have
fallen,” T replled “Yet I could wish that the woild
might be permitted to endure until some great moral shall
have been evolved A uiddle 13 propounded Where 1s
the solution? The spmx did not slay heiself until her
riddle had been guessed Will 1t not be so with the
world? Now, 1f 1t should be burned to-morrow morning,
T am at a loss to know what pwipose will have been ac-
comphished, or how the universe will be wiser o1 better
for our evistence and destiuction.”

—
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“We cannot tell what nughty truths may have been
embodied m act throngh the evistence of the globe and
its mhabitants,” rejoined my compamon,  “ Perhaps 1t
may be 1evealed to us after the fall of the curtain over
our catastrophe ; or not impossibly, the whole drama, in
which we ne mvoluntary actors, may have been performed
for the mstruction of another set of spectators, I caunot
percerve that our own comprehension of 1t 18 at all es<en-
tial to the matter. At any iate, while our view 18 so
ndiculously narow and supeihiond, 1t would be absurd to
argue the continuance of the world from the fact that it
seems to have ousted hitherto i vam,”

“The poor old earth,” mmmued I “She has faults
enough, m all conscience, but I cannot bear to have her
pensh.”

“It 15 no great matter,” said my friend  * The happiest
of us have been weary of her many a time and oft ”

“ I doubt it,” answered I, paatimnciously ; ¢ the root of
human nature stukes down deep into this earthly soil,
and 1t 1s but 1eluctantly that we submit to be transplanted,
cven for a higher cultivation in heaven I query whether
the destruction of the emth would gratify any one mdsw
vidual, exeept perhaps some embariassed man of business
whose notes fall due a day af:er the day of doom”

Then methought I heard the expostulating ery of a
multitude agathst the consummation prophesied by Father
Miller  The ]0;‘{1 wrestled with Providence for s fore-
shadowed bliss Parents entieated that the earth’s span
of endurance might be prolonged by some seventy years,
s0 that their new-boyn infant should not be defrauded of
lus bifetime. A yowuthful poet mmmured because there
would be no posterityy to 1ecogmize the mspiation of Ins
song  The 1eformerd, one and all, demanded a few thou-
saud years to test thelr theories, after which the universe
might go to wieck  Aymechanician, who was busted with
an mpiovement of thesteam engine, asked merely time
to perfect his model  A\muscr mnsisted that the world’s
destruction would be a pdysonal wiong to himself, unless
he should first be permitted to add a speaified sum to s
enormous heap of gold AMittle boy made dolorous 1m-
quiry whether the last day wquld tome before Chistmas,
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and thus depiive ham of s anticipated damties In
ghort, nobody seemed satisfied that this moital scene of
things should have 1ts close just now  Yet, 1t must be
confessed, the motives of the ciowd for desning its con-
tinuance were mostly so abswid that unless mfimte Wis-
dom had been awaie of much better 1casons, the solid
earth must have melted away at once

' For my own pait, not to speak of a few private and
personal ends, I 1eally desned omr old mother’s prolonged
existence for her own dear sake

“ The poor old earth '” I repeated ‘* What I should

chiefly regiet in her destruction would be that very earth-
Imess which no other sphere or state of existence can 1e-
new o1 compensate. The fragrance of flowers and of
new-mown hay, the genal warmth of sunshine, and the
beanty of a sunset among clouds, the comfoit and cheer-
ful glow of the fireside, the delicionsness of frmits and of
ull good cheer ; the magnificence of mountams, and seas,
and cataracts, and the softer chaim of 1ural scencry ; even
the fast falling snow and the grey atmosphere thiough
which 1t descends——all these and innumeiable other en-
Joyable things of earth must perish with her. Then the
country fiolics, the homely humow ; the broad, open-
mouthed 10ar of laughter, m which body and soul conjoin
so heartily ! T fear that no other woild can show uy any
thing just ke this  As for purely moial enjoyments, the
good will find them i every state of being  But wheie
the material and the moial exist together, what 1s to
happen then? And then our mute foui-footed fuiends
and the winged songsters of omr woods! Might 1t not be
lawful to 1egret fhem, even in the hallowed groves of
paradise ¢ '

““You speak like the very spmit of eaith, imbued with
a scent of fieshly tuined soil,” exclaimed my fizend

“It 1s not that I so much object to giving up these
enjoyments on my own account,” contimued I, “Dbut I
hate to think that they will have been eternally annimlated
from the list of joys ”

“ Nor nced they he,” he 1eplied.  “I see no 1eal force
in what you say. “Standing m this Hall of Fantasy, we
pergerve what even the emith-clogged mtellect of man can

L
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do in crestirg cicumstances which, though we call them
shadowy and visionary, aic scarcely moie so than those
that surtound us m actual life. Doubt not then that
man’s disembodied spu it may recieate time and the world
for 1tself, with all then pecuhar enjoyments, should there
still be human yearnings ammd hfe eternal and mfinite.
But I doubt whether we shall be inclined to play such a
poor scene over again.”

«(Q, you are ungrateful to our mother earth!” 1ejoined
I. ¢ Come what may, I never will forget her! Nerther
will 1t satisfy me to have her exist metely n 1dea. 1T
want her great, 1ound, sohd self {5 enduie intermmably,
and still to be peopled with the kindly race of man, whom
I uphold to be much better than he thinks himself.
Nevertheless, I confide the whole matter to Providence,
and shall endeavour so to live that the woild may come
to an end at any moment without leaving me at a loss to
find foothold somewhetre else ”

“It 1s an excellent resolve,” said my companion look-
g at his watch, “But come; 1t 15 the dinner hour.
Will you partake of my vegetable diet ?”

A thing so matter-of-fact as an mmvitation to dinner,
sven when the faie was to be nothing more substantial
than vegetables and fiumit, compelled us forthwith to 1e-
move from the Hall of Fantasy. As we passed out of the
portal we met the spivits of several persons who had been
sent thither 1n magnetic sleep. I looked back among the
sculptured pillars and at the transformations of the gleam-
ing fountain, and almost desired that the whole of hife might
be spent 1n that visionary scenc wheie the actual woild,
with 1ts hard angles, should never 1ub agamst me, and
only be viewed thiongh the medinm of pictured windows
" But for those who waste all thewr days m the Hall of
Tantasy, good Father Miller’s propheey is alieady accom-
phished, and the solid ea1th has come to an untimely end
Let us be content, therefore, with merely an oceasional
visit, for the sake of spimtualizing the giossness of this
actual life, and prefiguring to oursclves a state in which -
the Idea shall be all m all,
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Nor a gieat while ago, passing through the gate of
dreams, I visited thatiegion of the earth in which hes
the famous City of Destiuction It interested me much
%o learn that by the public spuit of some of the mnhab-
itants, a rarhoad has recently been established between
this populous and flourishing town and the Celestial City.
Having a little lime upon my hands, I resolved to gratify
a hberal curiosity by making a trip tinther  Accordimngly,
one fine morning after paymg my bill at the hotel and
directing the porter io stow my luggage bebind a coach,
I took my seat in the vehicle and set out for the station
house It was my good fortune to enjoy the company of
a gentleman—one Mr., Smooth-it-away—who, though he
had never actually visited the Celestial City, yet seemed
as well acquainted with its laws, customs, policy, and
statistics as with those of the City of Destiuction, of
which he was a native townsman. Being, morcover, a
director of the railroad corporation and one of its largest
stochholders, he had it 1n lus power to give me all desir~
able mformation respecting that praiseworthy enterprise.

Our coach rattled out of the city, and at a short dis-
tance fiom 1ts outskirts passed over a bridge of elegant con-
struction, but somewhat too shight, as Timagined, to sustain
any considerable weight  On both sides lay an extensive
quagmire, which could not have been more disagrecable,
either to sight or smell, had all the kennels of the earth
emptied their pollution there,

*This,” remarked Mr Smooth-it-away, “is the famous
Slough of Despond—a disgrace to all the neighbourhood ,
and the greater, that it might so easily be converted nto
fum ground ”

“I have understood,’ said I, ¢that efforts have been
made for that purpose from time immemorial. Bunyav
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mentions that above twenty thousand cartloaas of whole-
some nstruction had been thiown in here without effect ”

“Very probably! And what effect could be anticipated
fiom such unsubstantial stuff 1" cited Mr. Smooth-1t-away.
“You observe this convement budge We obtamed a
sufficient foundation for it by throwing into the slough
some editions of books of morality ; volumes of Fiench
philosophy and German rationalism, tiacts, sermons, and
essays of modewn clergymen ; extiacts fiom Plato, Con-
fucius, and vaulous Hindu sages, together with a few
mgenious commentaries upon texts o1 Scuptuie—all of
which, by some scientific process, have been converted
into a mass Iike gramte  The whole bog might be nlled
up with similn matter ”

It really scemed to me, however, that the hiidge vi-
biated and heaved up and down m a very formudable
manner, and, spite of M1 Smooth-it-away’s testimony to
the sohidity of its foundation, I should be loath to cross 1t
m a crowded ommibus, especially if each passenger weie
encumbered with as heavy Inggage as that gentleman and
myself Nevertheless we got over without accident, and
soon found owsclves at the station-house This very{
‘neat and spacious edifice 15 erected on the site of the hittle
wicket gate, which foimerly, asall old pilgrims will 1e-
collect, stood directly across the highway, and, by its
mconvenlent nairowness, was a gieat obstiuction to the
tiaveller of hiberal mind and expansive stomach The
1eader of John Bunyan will be glad to know that Chiistian’s
old fiiend, Evangelist, who was accustomed to supply each
piigim with a mystic 10ll, now piesides at the ticket
ofice  Some malicious peisons, 1t 1s true, deny the
identity of this 1eputable character with the Evangelist of
old times, and evea pretend to bring competent evidence
of an 1mpostuie  Without involving myself in a dispute,
I'shall merely observe that, so far as my experience goes,
the'square pieces of pasteboard now delivered to passengers
me much more convenient and useful along the road
than the antique 101l of paichment Whether they will
Le as 1&adlly 1ecerved at the gate of the Celestial City T
decline g\vmg an opmion

A largi nnmber of passengeis were alieady at the




THE CELESTIAL RAILROAD, . 168

station house anaiting the departwe of the cars By the
aspect and demeanour of these peisons it was easy to
judge that the feelings of the communmity had undergone
a veiy favourable change m 1eference to the celestial
pilgrmage It would have done Bunyan’s heait good to
see 15, Instead of a lonely and 1agged man, with a huge
burden on his back, plodding along sorrowfully on foot
vhile the whole city hooted after him, heie weie partics
of the fust gentiy and most 1espectable people m the
neighbourhood setting forth towaids the Celestial City as
cheerfully as if the pilgrimage were meiely a summer
tour. Among the gentlemen wera characters of deseived
emmence—magistiates, politicians, and men of wealth,
by whose example religion conld not but be greatly 1ecom-
mended to then meaner brethien In the ladies’ apait-
ment, too, I 1ejorced to distingmish some of those flowers
of fashionable society who are so well fitted to adoin the
most elevated cucles of the Celestial City There was
much pleasant conversation about the news of the day,
topics of busmess, and pohtics, or the ighter matters of
nmusement , wlile religion, though indubitably the mam
thing at heart, nas thrown tastefully mto the backeiound,

Lven aninfidel would have heaird little or nothing to -

shock his sensibility.

One great convenience of the new method of going on
pigiimage I must not forget to mention  Our enormous
buidens, mstead of bemg cairied on our shoulders as had
been the custom of old, were all snugly deposited 1n the
baggage ea1, and, as I was assured, would be delivered to
then respeotive owners at the jouiney’s end Another
thing, hkewse, the benevolent 1eader will be dehghted
to understand It may be remembered that theie was an
ancient feud between Piince Beelzebub and the keeper of
the wicket gate, and that the adheients of the former
distinguished personage were accustomed to shoot deadly
airows at honest pilgiims while knocking at the door.
This dispute, much to the credit as well of the illustious
potentate above mentioned as of the worthy and en-
hghtened dnectors of the railroad, has been pacifically
auianged on the principle of mutual compromise. The -
prince’s subjects are now pretby numelously employed
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about the station house, some in taking care of the bag-
gage, others m eollectmg fuel, feeding the engmmes, and
such congenial occupations; and I can conscientiously
affum that persons more attentive to their busiess,
more willing to accommodate, or more generally agreeable
to the passengers, aze not to be found on any raroad,
Every good heart must surely exult at so satisfactory an
airangement of an immemorial difficulty.

“Where is Mr Greatheart?” inquiied I. “DBeyond a
doubt the duecctors have engaged that famous old
champion to be chief conductor on the railroad 1”

“Why, no,” smd Mr. Smooth-t-away, with a dry
cough. “He wns offered the situation of brakeman;
but, to tell you the tiuth, our friend Gieatheart has
grown preposterously stiff and marrow in lus old age
He has so often gwded pilgiims over the road on foot
that he considers 1t a sin to travel in any other fashion.
Besides, the old fellow had entered so heartily into thr
ancient fend with Prince Deelzebub thot he would ha
been perpetually at blows or 1ill language with some
the prince’s subjects, and thus have embioiled us an
So, on the whole, we were not soriy when ho?'
Gieatheart went off to the Celestial City in a huff w_.
left us at hiberty to choose & moie smtable and accom-
modating man  Yonder comes the engineer of the train
You will probably 1ecogmze him at once.”

The engine at this moment took 1ts station in advance
of the cars, looking, I must confess, much more like a
sort of mechanical demon that would hurry us to the in-
feinal 1egions than a laudable contrivance for smooth-
ing our way to the Celestial City. On its top sat a per-
sonage almost enveloped in smoke and flame, wlich, not
to startle the reader, appeared to gush fiom his own

outh and stomach as well as from the engine’s brazen
abdomen,

“Do my cyes decerve me?” cried I. “TWhat on
eatth 1s this? A living cieature? If so, he 15 own
biother to the engine he 1:des upon !”

‘“Poh, poh, you are obtuse!” said Mr Smooth-it-
anay, with o heaity laugh  “Don’t you know Apollyon,
Chuistian’s old enemy, with whom he fought so fierce a

j



THE CELESTIAL RAILROAD 167

battle in the Valley of Humiliation? IIe was the very
fellow to manage the engme , and so we have 1cconeiled
Ium to the custom of going on pilgrimage, and engaged
him as chief engineer ”

“Bravo, biavo!” esclaimed I, with jirepressible en-
thosiasm , ““this shows the hiberality of the age, ihis
proves, 1f any thing can, that all musty pigjudices are m
a fair way to be oblhiteratéd. And how will Chiistian 1e-
joice to hear of this happy tiansformation of his old
antagonist! I promise myself great pleasuie m infoim-
mg him of 1t when we 1each the Celestial City.”

The passengers being all comfortably seated, we now
1attied away merrily, accomphshing a greater distance m
ten minutes than Chuistian probably trudged over in a
day. It was laughbable, while we glanced along, as 1o
weie, ab the tail of a thundeibolt, to obseive two dusty
foot travellers in the old pilgrim guise, with cockle shell
and staff, then mystic rolls of parchment m their hands,
and thewr mtolerable buidens on then backs The pre-
postetous obstinacy of these honest people m peisisting
to groan and stumble along the difficult pathway 1ather
than take advantage of modern mmprovements, excited
great mirth among our wiser brothethood.” We gieeted
the two pilguims with many pleasant gibes and a roar of
laughter , wheieupon they gazed at us with such woful
and absurdly compassionate visages that our merriment
grew tenfold moie obstieperous Apollyon also entered
heartily mto the fun, and contiived to flirt the smoke and
flame of tho engine, o1 of his own hieath, into their
faces, and envelop them in an atmospheie of scalding
steam  These hittle piactical jokes amused us mightily,
and doubtless afforded the pilgrims the gratification of
considermg themselves martyrs.

At some distance fiom the 1ailioad, Mr. Smooth-it-
away pomted to a large antique edifice, which, he ob-
served, was a tavern of long standing, and had foimeily
been a noted stoppmg-place for pilgiims. In Bunyan’s
10ad book 1t 15 mentioned as the Interpreter’s House

“I have long had a cwuuosily to visit that old man-
sion,” 1ematked T,

“It1s not one of our stations, as you peiceive,” said
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my companon.  “Theleeper was violently oppa-ed to the
1nhoad 3 and well he mght be, as the track Jeft s
house of entertainment on one <ude, and thus was pretiy
certamn to depnive lnm of all his 1cputable cusfomer-
But the footpath <hll passes s door; wnd the old
gentleman now aud then receives a call fiom some
simple tiaveller, and entertams hmm with faie as old
fashwned as himselfl”

Before ow talk on this subject came to a conclusion,
we were rushing by the place where Chiistiaw’s bunden
fell fiom his shoulders at the gight of the Cirots  This
served as a theme for M. Smoothat-asay, Mr Lasve-for-
the-woild, Mr IHide-sm-m-the-heart, Mr. Sealy-conscience,
and n knot of gentlemen from the town of Shun-1epentance,
to descant upon the mestimable advantages iesulting
fiom the safety of owm baggage  Myself, and all the
passengers, indeed, jomed with gicat unammity in this
vien of the matter . for our burdens were 1ich in many
thimgs csteemed piecrons thonghout the woild; and
espeeially, we cachof us possessed a great variety of favour-
iie habits, which we tiusted would not be out of fashion
even in the polite cucles of the Celestial City. It would
have been o sad spectacle to sce such an assoitment of
valuable articles tumbhng into the scpulchre  Thus
pleasantly conversing on the fasourable encumstances of
our position as compared with those of past pilgiims and
of nazow minded ones at the present day, we soon
found oursclves at the foot of the Hill Difficulty
Thiough the very hemt of this rocky mountam a tunnel
has been constiucted of most admnable architecture, with
a lofty aich and a spacious double tiack ; so that, unless
the earth and rocks should chance to crumble down, 1t
will 1emam an eternal ‘monument of the builder’s slill
and enteipiise. It1sa great, though medental, advantage
that;t the materials from the hemt of the Hill Diffieulty
have,been employed n filling up the Valley of Humiha-
tion, thus obviating the necessity of descending into that
dxsaglf%mble and unwholesome hollow.

. “This is a wonderful 1mprovement, mdeed,’ sud I

Yet T ahould have been glad of an opportumty to visit
the Palace, Beantiful and be mtioduced to the chaiming



, THE CELLSTIAL RAILROAD 169

young ladies—23iss Prudence, Miss Piety, Miss Chanty,
and the 1est—who have the kindness to enteitamn pilgums
there ¥ i . \

“Young ladies '” cizes Mi Smooth-it-away, as soon as
he could speak for laughmg ‘“And charming young
ladies! Why, my dear fellow, they are old maids, every
soul of them—p1im, starched, dry, and angular, and not
one of them, I will venture to say, has altered s0 much as
the fashion of her gown smmce the days of Chmstian’s
pilgumage ”

“ Ah, well,” sa1d T, much comforted, ““then I can very
readily dispense with their acquamntance ” )
The respectable Apollyon was now puitimg on the
steam at a prodigilous 1ate, anxious perhaps to get rid of
the unpleasant 1emmiscences connected with the spot
where he had so disastiously encountered Christian
Consulting My Bunyan's road book, I perceived that we
must now be within a few mules of the Valley of the
Shadow of Death, into which doleful 1egion, at our pre-
sent speed, we should plunge much soonexr than seemed
at all desirable In truth, I expected nothing better
than to find myself m the ditch on one side or the quag
on_the other, but on communicating my appiehensions
to Mr Smooth-1t-away, he assmed me that the difficulties
of this passage, even m 1ts woist condition, had been
vastly exaggerated, and that i 1ts present state of im-
provement, I mught consider myself as safe as on any

1alioad 1 Chistendom

Tven while we were speaking, the train shot into the
entiance of this dieaded valley Though I plead guilty
to some foolish palpitations of the heart during owr head-
long 1ush over thé causeway here constructed, yet 1t were
unjust to withhold the highest encomiums on the boldness
of its origimal conception, and the mgenuity of those who
exccuted 1t It was giatifymg, Iikewise, to observe how
much care had been taken to dispel the everlasting gloom
and supply the defect of cheerful sunshine, not a ray of
which has ever penetrated among these awful shadows
For this purpose, the mflammable gas which exudes
plentifully fiom the soil 15 collected by means of pipes,
and thence commumcated to a quadruple 10w of laps
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along the whole extent of the passage. Thus a 1adiance -
has been ereated even out of the fiery and sulphurous
curse that rests forever upon the valley—a 1adiance
hutful, however, to the eyes, and somewhat bewildeimg, .
as I discovered by the changes which 1t wrought mn the
visages of my companions  In this respect, as compared
with natwal dayhight, there 18 the same difference as
between tiuth and falsechood, but 1f the reader bave ever
tiavelled thiough the dark valley, he will have learned to
be thankful for auy Iight that he could get—if not from
the sky above, then fiom the blasted soil beneath. Such
was the 1ed bulliancy of these lamps that they appeared
to build walls of fire on both sides of the track, between
which we held our course at lightning speed, while a
1everberating thunder filled the valley with its echoes:
Had the engme run off the tiack—a catastrophe, 1t 18
whispered, by no means unprecedented—the bottomless
pit, 1f there be any such place, would undoubtedly have
tecerved us, Just as some dismal fooleries of this nature
had made my heait quake, there came a tremendous
shiiek, careering along the valley as if a thousand devils
had buist thewr lungs to utter 1t, but which proved to be
n;erely the whistle of the engine on arriving at a stopping-
place -

The spot where we had now paused 18 the same that
our friend, Bunyan—a tiuthful man, but mfected with
many fantastic notions—has designated, 1 terms plamer
gl‘llim _Ililke to 1epeat, as the mouth of the infexnal region, ——

18, however, must.be vngp2=Te T A,
Smo:)th—lt-a\;m,z;uc[ed sa‘}jglzz’s“mistake, masmuch as isﬁd

i ed 1n the smoky an
laudyarch angy While we remain Tophet has not
the evdheein, took occasion to prove that Top

sured us
_ ~"even a metaphorical existence. The place, he assured s,

is no other than the cater of a half-extinct tvolc:;gf,ﬂllr;
which the directors had caused forges to be se ggﬁned e
manufacture of rajroad iron Hence, also, 18 os ¢ ed o
plentiful supply of fuellfor (;ahe ulseo%f; (t)ﬁ; :;%;ni o
i g nto the dismal
zzs'farl;la%lfs‘;z}fdwiuence aver and anon darted hlﬁ;ﬁ f"cg]r;g;:g
‘ . the strange, hall-
of dusky flame, and bad seen g, N e nto
ters, and visions of faces hormoy grot )
?ﬁ?cshe;}j:a smoke‘seemed to wreath itself, ana had heard
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the awful mwmmus, and shrieks, and deep, shuddering
whispers of the blast, sometimes forming themselves into
words almost aificulate, would have scized upon Mr
Smooth-1t-away’s comfortable explanation as gieedily as
we did  The mhabitants of the cavein, moreover, were
unlovely personages, dark, smoke-begrimed, generally
deformed, with misshapen feet, and a glow of dusky
redness 1n theiwr eyes, as if their heaits had caught fire,
and were blazing out of the upper wmdows It stiuck
me as a peculianty that the labouiers at the forge, and
those who brought fuel to the engmme, when they began to
draw short breath, positively emitted smoke fiom therr
mouth and nostrils, -

Among the idlers about the tram, most of whom were
puffing cigars which they had lighted at the flame of the
crater, I was peiplexed to notice several who, to my cer-
tain knowledge, had heretofore set forth by railioad for
the Celestial City. They looked dark, wild, and smoky,
with a smgular 1esemblance, mdeed, to the native
mhabitants, ike whom, also, they had a disagieeable p1o-
pensity to ill-natured gibes and sneeis, the habit of which
bad wrought a settled contortion of their visages Ho~
mg been on speaking terms with one of these persons—
an 1indolent, good-for-nothing fellow, who went by the
name of Take-it-easy—~I called him, and inquired what
was his business there

“Did you not start,” said I, «for the Celestial City ¢”

“That's & fact,” sa1d Mr., Take-it-easy, caielessly puffing
some smoke mto my cyes. “But I heard such bad
accounts that I never took pams to chmb the hill on
which the ety stands No business doing, no fun going
on, nothing to drmnk, and no smoking allowed, and a
thrumming of chuich music from moinmg 11l might I
would not stay m such a place if they offered me house
room and living free ” 1

“But, my good Mr. Takeat-easy,” cried I, ©why #%se
-up your residence here, of all places in the woild 7” fre, or

“Oht” sad the loafer with a gun, “1t 18 vertw1hood,
hercabouts, and I meet with plenty of old acor £ classify
and altogether the place suits me. I hope to&" itself to a
agam some day soon. A pleasant journey ** 4fe, or a true
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While he was speakmg, the bell ef the engine 1ang, and
we dashed away, after dropping a foew passengers, but
1ecerving no new ones. Rattling onward through the
Valley, we were dazzled with the fiercely-gleammg gas-
lamps as before. But sometimes, m the dark of intense
brightness, giim faces that boire the aspect and expression
of mdividual sms or evil passions, seemed to thrust them-
selves through the veil of hght, glating npon us, and
stretching forth a great dusky hand, as if to mmpede om
progress T almost thought that they weie my own smns
‘that appalled me there These were freaks of imagma-
tion—nothing moze, certamnly—mere delusions, which 1
ought to be heartily ashamed of, but all through the
Dark Valley I was tormented and pestered and dolefully
bewnildered with the same kind of waking dreams The
mephitic gases of that 1egion intoxicate the ham. As
the light of natmal day, however, began to struggle with
the glow of the Janterns, these vain imagmations lost then
vividness, and finally vanished with the first 12y of sun
ghine that greeted our escape fiom the Valley of the
Shadow of Death  Iire we had gone a mile beyond 1t, I
could wellmgh have taken my oath that this whole
gloomy passage was a dream.

At the end of the Valley, as John Bunyan mentions, 1s
a cavein, where, 1n his days, dwelt two ciuel giants, Pope
_and Pagan, who had stiewn the ground about their 1es1-
dence with the bones of slaughtered pilgiims.  These vile
old tioglodytes aie no longer theie; but mnto their
deserted cave another ternible giant has thrust himself,
and malkes 1t his business to seize upon honest tiavelleis,
and fatten them for his table with plentiful meals of
smoke, mist, moonshine, raw potatoes, and sawdust. He
15 a German by bnth, and 1s called Giant Transcendenta-

- Tist ; but as to his form, his features, his substance, and
whes nature generally, 1t 1s the chief peculiarity of this huge
manucieant that neither he for himself, nor anybody for
plentifthas ever been able to describe them  As we rushed
ever had cavern’s mouth, we caught a hasty glimpse of hum,
cavern moumewhat like an 1ll-proportioned figure, but con-
of dusky flamme Iike a heap of fog and duskiness. He
monsters, and 15, but m so stiange a phraseclogy that we
which the smoke -
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knew not what be meant, non whether to be encouraged
or affrighted

It was late in the day when the tiam thundeied mmto
the ancient city of Vamty, where Vanity Fawr 1s still at
the beight of prospeiity, and echibits an epitome of
whatever 1s brilhant, gay, and fascinating bencath the,
sun  As I purposed to make a considerable stay heie, 1t
gratified me to learn that there 1s no longer the want of
harmony hetween the town’s people and pilgiims, which
mpelled the former to such lamentably mstaken
measures ag the persecution of Chustian and the fiery
martyrdom of  Faithful. On the contrary, as the new
1al10ad brings with 1t great tiade and a constant mflux
of strangeis, the loid of Vamty Fan 1s 1ts chief patrom,
and the capitalists of the city are among the largest
stockholders.  Many passengers stop to take then
pleasute or make then profit m the Fam; mstead of
gomg onward to the Celestial City. Indeed, such are the
chmms of the place that people often affirm 1t to be the
true and only heaven, stoutly contending that there 1s
no other; that those who seek further are meie dieamers,
and that, if the fabled brightness of the Celestial City lay
but a bare mule beyond the gates of Vanity, they would
not be fools enough to go thither  Without subscribing
to these perhaps exaggerated encomiums, I can truly say
that my abode m the city was mamly agieeable, and my
mtercomse with the mhabitants poductive of much
amusement and mstruction

Bemng natwially of a serious turn, my attention was
duected to the solid advantages derivable from a residence
Yere, 1ather than to the effervescent pleasures which are
the grand object with too many visitants  The Chiustian
1eader, 1f he have had no accounts of the city later than
Bunyan’s fime, will be suiprised to hear that almost
every street has 1ts chuich, and that the 1everend clerd
aie nowheie held m higher 1espect than at Vamty Tase
And well do they descrve such honourable estiz 5;:3, or
for the mavuims of wisdom and vntue which of prhood,
then Iips come fiom as deep a spiritual souwre ¢ classify
to as lofty o 1ehigious aim, as those of thed™ itself to a
sophais of old  In justification of thus hip™ afe, or a tine
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only mention the names of the Rev, Mi. Shallo.-decp,
the Rev. Mr. Stumble at-finth, that fine old eclerieal
character the Rev. My, This-to-day, who expects shortly
to resign Ins pulpit to the Rev Mr, That-to-morrow ;
together with the Rev. 3Mr. Bewilderment, the Rev. Mr.
Clog-the-spirit, and, last and gieatest, the Rev, Dr. Wind-
of-doctrme. The labours of the-c eminent divines are
aided by those of inmumerable lecturers. who diffitse such
a various profundity, m all subjects of human or celestial
science, that any man may acquire an ommigenous erndi-
tion without the trouble of even learning to read. Thus
Iiterature is ethereahized by assuming for its medinm the
human voice ; and Lnowledge, depositing all its heavier
particles, except, doubtless, its gold, becomes exhaled mto
g sound, which forthwith steals imnto the ever-open car of
the community. These ingenious methods constitute a
sort of machinery, by which thought and study aie done
to every person’s hand without his puttmg himself to the
slightest mconvenience in the matter. There is another
species of machine for the wholesale manufacture of indi-
wvidual morality. This excellent result is cffected by
societies for all manner of virtuous purposes, with which
a man has merely to connect himself, throwing. as it
were, his quota of virtue into the coramon stock, and the
president and directors will take care that the aggregate
amount be well apphied.  All these, and other wondeiful im-
provements 1n ethics, religion, and hterature, being made
plain to my comprehension by the ingenious Mr. Smooth-1t-
away, inspired me with a vast admiration of Vanity Far.
It would fill a volume, in an age of pamphlets, were I
to record all my observations m this great capital of
human busmness and pleasure. There was an unhmited
range of society—the powerful, the wise, the witty, and
t the famous m every walk of Iife; princes, piesidents,
whiyets, generals, artists, actors, and philanthropists—all
manU:ye then own market at the fair, and deeming no
plenfitt.top exorbitant for such commodities as hit ther
ever haded™y was well worth one’s while, even if he had no
cavern mowying or selling, to loiter through the bazaars
of dusky flamy he various sorts of traffic that were gomg
monsters, and ;, )
which the smoke
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Some of the purchasers, I thought, made very foolish
bargams.  Tor mnstance, a young man having mbherited a
splendid fortune, laid out a considerable poition of 1t n
the purchase of discases, and finally spent all the 1est for
a heavy lot of 1epentance and a smt of rags A very
pretty gul bartered a heart as clear as erystal, and which
seemed her most valuable possession, for another jewel of
the same kind, but so worn and defaced as to be utterly
worthless. In one shop there weie a great many ciowns
of lamel and myitle, which soldiers, anthors, statesmen,
and various other people piessed eagerly to buy, some
putchased these paltry wieaths with then hves, otheis by
a tollsome servitude of yeais, and many sacrificed what-
ever was most valuable, yet finally slunk away without
the crown There was a sort of stock or scrip, called
Conscience, which seemed to be 1n great demand, and
would purchase almost anything Indeed, few 11ch com-
modities were to be obtamed without paymng a heavy sum
m this particular stock, and a man’s busmess was seldom
very lucrative unless he knew precisely when and how to
thiow his homid of conscience into the market. Yet, as
tis stock was the only thing of permanent value, whoever
parted with i1t was swie to find himself a loser in the long
tun.  Several of the speculations were of a questionable
character. Occasionally a member of Congress 1ecruited
his pocket by the sale of his constituents; and I was
assured that publc officers have often sold their country
at very moderate prices  Thousands sold their happiness
for a whim Gilded chains were in gireat demand, and
purchased with almost any sacrifice  In tiuth, those who
desned, according to the old” adage, to sell anything
valuable for a song, mught find customers all over the
Fair, and there were mnumerable messes of pottage,
piping hot, for such as chose to buy them with therr
buthughts A few articles, however, could not be found
genumne at Vamty Fan. If a customer wished to 1engy e
his stock of youth, the dealers offered him a set of fixs o
teeth and an aubwn wig ; 1f he demanded peace of ¢ thood
they 1ecommended opium or a brandy bottle ¢ 5 c]as&fy’.

Tracts of land and golden mansions, sItys itgelf to a
Celestial City, were often exchanged, at v fe, or a tiue
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of yeas, and yet never get beyond the limits of Vamty
Tan  Yea, though you should deem yowself entering the
gates of the blessed city, 16 will be nothing but a miserable
delusion.” ’

“The Load of the Celestial City,” began the other
plgtim, whose name was Mi. Foot-it-to heaven, “has
1efused, and will ever 1cfuse, to grant an act of mcorpora-
tion for this 1athoad, aund, unless that be obtamned, no
passenger can evel hope to enter his dormmions  Where-
fore every man who buys a ticket must lay his account
with losmg the purchase money, which 15 the value of his
own soul.”

“Poh, nonsence !’ sud di. Smoothat-away, taking
my aim and leading me off, ¢ these fellows ought to be
mdicted for a libel. If the law stood as 1t once did m
Vamity Fan we should see them grimnmg thiough the
won bais of the prison window ”

This neident made a considerable impiession on my
mind, and contitbuted with other circumstances to n-
dispose me to a peimanent residence m the city of
Vamty , although, of couise, I was not simple enough
to give up my ouginal plan of ghding along easmly and
commodiously by rathhond Still, T grew anxious to be
gone Theie was one stiange thing that troubled me.
Amd the occupations or amusements of the Faii, nothing
was more common than for a person—mwhether at feast,
theatre, o1 chmeh, o1 trafficking fo1 wealth and honours,
or whatever he might be doing, and however unscason-
able the mteniuption—suddenly to vamsh hke a soap
bubble, and be never more seen of his fellows, and so
accustomed weve the latter to such little accidents that
they went on with then business as quietly as if nothing
had happened  Dut 1t was otheiwise with me

Tinally, after a pretty long 1csidence at the Fan, I
1csumed my journey towards the Celestial City, still with
Mr Smoothat-away at my side. At a short distance bege
yond the subutbs of Vamiy we passed the ancient s:l;e; ot
mune, of which Demas wag the first discoverer, and 3.rhood,
158 now wiought to gieat advantage, supplying nyfc]asmfy
the comed cuzency of the world A hittle £ gtself to a

ward was the spot where Lot’s wife had st jlfe, or a tine
X



178 MOSSES FROM AN OLD JMAXSE.

under the semblance of a pillar of salt  Curious travellers
have long since carried it away piecemenl, Had all regrets
been punished as rigorously as this poor dame’s were, my
vearning for the relinquished delights of Vamty Fair
might have produced a similar change in my own cor-
poreal substance, and left me a warning o futwme pilmims.

The next remakable object was a laige edifice, con-
stracted of mossgrown stone, but in a modern and airy
stvle of architecture. The engine came to a pause in its
vicmity. with the usual tiemendous shnek.

“This was formerly the castle of the redoubted giant
Despan,” observed JMr. Smooth-it-away ; ©but since his
death Mr. Flhimsy-faith has 1epaived 1it, and k-eps an
excellent house of entertammment here. 1fis one of our
stopping places.”

< It seems but slightly puv together,” remarked I, look-
ing at the frail yet ponderous walls. “I donot envy Mr.
Flimsy-fauth his habutation  Some day it will thunder
down upon the heads of the cecupants.”

“YWe shall escape, at all events,” said Mr. Smooth-it-
away, ¢ for Apollven 1s putting on the steam again.”

The road now plunged into a gorge of the Delectable-
AMountains, and traversed the field where 1n former ages
the bhnd man wandered and stumbled among the fombs
One of these ancient tombstones bhad been thrust across
the track by some malicious person. and gave the train
of cars a terrible jolt  Far up the rugged side of a
mountain I perceived a rusty iron door, half overmown
with bushes and crceping plants, but with smoke issuing
from its crevices

¢Is that,” mnquired I, “the very door in the hillside
which the shepherds assmied Chistian was a byway to
hell %7 )

¢ That was a joke on the part of the shepherds,” said
atirqu' Smooth-it-away, with a smile. It is neither mere
¢ halor less than the door of a cavern which they use as a
— é:cgke house for the preparation of mutton hams,

Juskre flair. recollections of the journey are now, for a hitle
sters, ama. dimmed and confused, m‘asmuch as a smgular
ch the smoke.‘r yhere overcame me, owing to the fact that we

over the enchanted ground, the air-of which

md.
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encomages a disposition to sleep I awoke, however, as
soon as we crossed the borders of the pleasant land of
Beulah Al the passengers were tubbing thewr eyes,
comparmg watches, and congiatulating one another on
the prospect of arrmving so scasonably at the jouiney’s
end. The sweet breezes of this happy chme came ae-
fieshmgly to our nostuls; we beheld the glimmermg
gush of silver fountamns, overthung by trees of beautiful
foliage and delictous fiwit, which were propagated by
mafts from the celestial gaidens, Once, as we dashed
onwatd ke a huiticane, there was a fluttering of wimgs
and the bught appearauce of an angel mn the amr, speeding
forth on some heavenly mission. The engine now an-
nounced the close viemity of the final station-house by
oue last and hoirible seream, 1 which there seemed to be
distinguishable every kind of waihng and woe, and bitter
fierceness of wiath, all mixed up with the wild laughter
of a devil or o madman., Thioughout om journey, at
every stopping-place, Apollyon had excrcised his mgenuity
in screwing the most abominable sounds out of the
wlistle of the steam engine , but mn this closing cftort he
outdid hmself and created an mnfernal wproar, which,
besides distmabing the peaceful inhabitants of Beulah,

must have sent 1ts discord even through the celestial gates.
© While the hornid elamour was still ringing 1n our ears,
we heard an exulting strain, as if a thousand struments
of musie, with height, and depth, and sweetness m thew
tones, at once tender and tnumphant, were stinck m
umson to gieet the approach of some illustrious heo
who had fought tho good fight and won a glorious vice-
tory, and was come to lay aside his battered arms forever,
Lookmyg to ascertam what might be the occasion of this
glad harmony, I percarved, on alighting fiom the cais.
that a multitude of shinng ones had assembled on the
other mde of the 1ner to welcome two poor pilgiuns
who were Just emerging from its depths  They were thes¢
same whom Apollyon and ourselves had persecuted wi%: 01
taunts, and gibes, and scalding steam, at the eommy-Tiood,
nment of our yjourney—the same whose unworldly -+ clacsify
and impressive words had stirred my conserence itself to a
wild revellers of Vamty Fan, afe, or a tine
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“ How amazingly well those men have zot on,” ered T
to M. Smoothatavay, “I wish we were sceure of a3
rood a3 eception.”

“ Never fear, never fear!” answercd my friend.
“ Come, mhe haste , the ferry-boat will be off duectly,

and m three minutes you wili be on the otha side of the
nver.  No doubt you will find conches to carry you up to
the cily gates”

A stean ferry boat, the last improvement on this im-
portant 1oute, lay at thie river side, pufiing, snorting, and
emitting all those other disagreeable utterances which
betoken {he departmie to be immediate, T hurried on
hontd with the rest of the passengers, most of whom were
m gieat periurbation ; some bawhng out for their bag-
gage ; tome tearmg their hair and exclamming that ihe
boat wounld explode or sink ; some already pale with the
heaving of the stieam; some gazing afinighted at the
ugly aspect of the steersman, and some still dizzy with
the slumbeious mfluences of the Enchanted - Ground.
Lookmg back to the shoie, I was amarved to discern M.
Smooth-it-nway waving Ius hand in token of farewell.

“Don't you go over to the Celestial City 17 ex-
claimed I.

0, no'” ansvered he with a queer smile, and that
same disagrecable contortion of visage which I had re-
matked m the mhabitants of the Dk Valley. ¢ 0, no?
1 have come thus far only for the sake of your pleasant
company. Good-bye! We shall mect again.”

And then did my excellent fiiend Mi. Smoothat-away
laugh outright, mm the midst of which cachimnat.on a
smoke-ureath 1ssued from his mouth and nostuils, while o
twinkle of lund flame duted out of either eye, proviny
mdubitably that lns hemt was all of a 1ed blaze The

w impudent fiend! To deny the existence of Tophet, when
ma, he felt 1its fiey tortures ragmg withm his breast. I
Plcmuplshed to the side of the boat, intending to fling mysclf
ever hai shote , but the wheels, as they began their 1evolu-
cavern mé-. threw a dash of spiay over me so cold—so deadly
of dusky gzrth the ehill that will never leave those waters until
monsters, anc drowned in his owin river—that, with a shiver
which the smo), 'Wtke Tawoke Thank heaven, it wasaDieam!!



THE PROCESSION OF LIFE.

Lirk figures itself to me as a festal or funereal procession
All of us bhave our places, and arc to move onwnrd under
the direction of the Chief Marshal.  The grand difiiculty
1csults from the mvariably mistaken prnciples on which
the deputy marshals seck fo anange {lis immense con-
coutse of people, so much more numerous than those
that train their mtetmmable length through sticets and
ghways m times of pohtical exeitement.  Tlus scheme
1s ancient, fm beyond the memory of man or even the
1ecord of lustory, and has itherto been very hittle modi-
fied by the mnate sense of something wiong, and the din
perception of better methods, that have disquieted all
the ages through witich the procession has taken its
mareh Itz members me classified by the merest external
cucumstances, and thus are moie ceitain to be thiown
out of their true positions than if no preiple of arrange-
ment weie attempted. In one part of the procession we
sce men of landed estate or moneyed capital gravely
keeping each other company, for the preposterous 1eason
that they chance to bave o similar standmg in the tax
gatherer’s book. Thades and professions maich together
with scarcely o morezeal bond of union. In this manner, it
camot be demed, people a1e disentangled fiom the mass
and sepaiated mto varrous classes according to ceitam
apparent relations , all have some artificial badge which
the woild, and themselves among the fiist, learn to con-
sider as a genume charactersstic. Fixing om attention
on such outside shows of similarity or difference, we lose
sight of those 1ealities by which nature, fortune, fate, o
Providence has constituted for every man a biotherhood,
whetem 1t 15 one gieat office of human wisdom to classify
him. When the romd has once accustomed 1tself to a
prope1 anrangement of the Procession of Lafe, or a tine

\
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classification of society, even though merely speculative, |
there 18 henceforth a satisfaction which pretty well sufhices
for 1tself without the aid of any actual 1eformation in the
order of maich.

For instance, assuming to myself the power of mar-
ghalling the aforesaid procession, I direct a trumpeter to
send forth a blast loud enough to be heard from hence to
China, and a herald, with world-pervading voice, to make
proclamation for a certain class of mortals to take themr
places What shall be their principle of union? After
all, an external one, in compauson with many that
might be found, yet fa1 more real than those which the
world has selected for a sumlar purpose  Let all who ate
afficted with like physical diseases form themselves mto
1anks. .

Our first attempt at classification is not very successful.
It may gratify the pride of avistocracy to 1eflect that dis-
case, more than any other circumstance of human life,
pays due observance to the distinctions which 1ank and
wealth and poverty and lowlness have established among
mankimd  Some maladiesare 11¢h and precious, and only
to be acquued by the right of inheritance, o1 pwichased
with gold. Of this kind 18 the gout, which serves as a
bond of brotherhood to the purple-visaged gentry who
obey the heiald’s voice, and panfully hobble from all
civilized 1cgions of the globe to take-their post mn the
grand piocession. In meicy to thewr toes, Iet us hope
that the march may not be long. The Dyspeptics, too,
are people of good standing m the world. For them the
earliest salmon 18 canght m ow eastein 1ivers, and the
shy woodcock stamns the diy leaves with his blood in his
1emotest haunts, and the turtle comes from the far Pacific
Islands to be gobbled up in soup. They can affid to
flavour all therr dishes with mdolence, which, 1n spite of
the general opinion, 18 a sauce more exqustitely piquant
than appetite won by exercise. Apoplexy is another
highly respectable disease. We will rank together all
who have the symptom of dizziness m the bramn, and as
fast as any drop by the way supply their places with new
members of the board of aldermen

On the other hand, here come whole tuibes of people
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whose physical hives a1e but a deteriorated vaviety of Iife,
and themselves a meaner species of mankind, so sad an
effect has been wiought by the tainted bieath of cities,
scanty and unwholesore food, destructive modes of labow,
and the lack of those moral supports that might paitially
have counteracted such bad mfluences Behold heie a
tramn of house-pamnters, all afflicted with a pecuhai sort of
colic  Next m place we will maishal those workmen in
cutlery, who have breathed a fatal digorder into themw
lungs with the rmpalpable dust of steel. Tailois and
shoemakers, being sedentary men, will chiefly congregate
mnto one part of the procession, and march under smmla
bannets of disease , but among them we may observe here
and there a sickly student who has left his health between
the leaves of classic volumes, and clerks, likewise, who
bave caught thewr deaths on high official stools, and men
of genius, too, who have written sheet after sheet with
pens dipped 1n their heart’s blood. These a1e a wietched,
quaking, short-breathed set But what 1s this cloud of
pale cheeked, slender gitls, who disturb the ear with the
multipheity of then short, dry coughs? They are seam-
stiesses, who have plied the daily and nightly needle n
the service of master tailots and close-fisted contractors,
until now 1t 1s almost time for each to hem the borders of
her own shroud  Consumption points therr place mn the
procession, Wath their sad sisterthood are mtermingled
many youthful maidens who have sickened in aristociatic
mansions, and for whose aid science has unavailngly
searched 1ts volumes, and whom hieathless love has
watched In our ranks the 1:ch maiden and the poor
seamstress may walk aimap-aim  We pught find
mnumerable other mstances, where the bond of mutual
disease—not to speak of nation-sweeping pestilence—
embaces high and low, and makes the king a biother of
the clown  But 1t is not ha1d to own that disease 1s the
natwal avistociat  Let him keep hus state, and have lus
established ordeis of 1ank, and wear his royal mantle of
the colowm of a fever flush, and let the noble and wealthy
boast thewr own physical mfirmities, and display their
symptoms as the badges of high station  All things
considered, these aie as pioper subjects of human

‘
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prde as any 1iclations of human i1ank that men can
fix upon. .

Sound agan,thon deep-breathed trumpeter! and heiald,
with thy voice of mught, shout forth another summons
that shall 1each the old baionial castles of Europe and the
rudest cabin of our western wildeiness! What class 1s
next to take ity place 1 the procession of mortal hfe?
Let 1t be those whom the gifts of intelleet have united in
a noble brotherhood.

Ay, this 1s a 1eality, before which the conventional dis-
tinctions of society melt away ke a vapour when we
would g1asp 1t with the hand. Weie Byion now ahlve,
and Burns, the fiust would come fiom Ins ancestial abbey,
finging aside, although unwilhingly, the herited honours
of a thousand years to take the aim of the mighty peasant
who grew immortal while he stooped behind his plough.
These are gone ; but the hall, the faimer’s fireside, the
hut, perhaps the palace, the counting 100m, the workshop,
the village, the eity, life’s lugh places and low ones, may
all produce their poets, whom a common temperament
pervades hike an clectric sympathy. Peer o1 ploughman,
we will muster them pair by pair and shoulder to shoulder.
Even society, 1n its most artificial state, consents to this
arrangement, These factory guls fiom Lowell shall mate
themselves with the pride of diawing1o0oms and hterary
cucles, the bluebells 1n fashion’s nosegay, the Sapphos,
and Mantagues, and Nortons of the age.  Other modes of
intellect bring together as strange compames  Silk-
gowned professor of languages, give your aim to this
sturdy blacksmith, and deem yourself honouied by the
conjunction, though you behold him g11my from the anvil.
All varieties of human speech are hke his mother tongue
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drous backwoodsman, who has caught a wild power of
language fiom the bireeze among his native forest boughs

But we may safely leave these biethien and sisterthood to
settle then own congenialittes Our oidmary distine
tions become so triflng, so impalpable, so 1idiculously
visionary, mn comparison with a classification founded on
truth, that all talk about the matter 18 immediately a
common place

Yet, the longer I reflect, the less am I satisfied with the
wdea of formmg a separate class of mankind on the basis
of high intellectual power At best, it 18 but a higher
development of innate gifts common to all Perhaps,
moleover, he whose genius appears decpest and truest
excels s fellows m nothing save the knack of expression ,
he thiows out occasionally a lucky hint at tr1uths of which
every buman soul 15 profoundly, though unutterably,
conscrous  Therefore, though we suffer the brotheihood
of mntellect to march onward together, it may be doubted
whether their peculiar relation will not begin to vanish ag
soon as the procession shall have passed beyond the
circle of this present world But we do not classify for
eternity.

And next, let the trumpet pour forth a funereal wail,
and the, heiald’s voice give breath in one vast ery to
all the groans and grievous utterances that are audible
thioughout the earth We appeal now to the sacied
bond of sorrow, and summon the gicat multitude who
labour under similar afflictions to take thei: places in the
march.

How many a heart that would have been msensible to
any other call has responded to the doleful accents of that
voice ! It has gone far and wide, and ugh and low, and
left scarcely a moital 100f unvisited Indeed, the prin-
ciple 15 only too umveisal for our purpose, and unless we
limit 1t will quite break up our classification of mankind,
and convert the whole procession into a funeral tiam.
We will therefore be at some pains to discrimmate.
Hete comes a lonely 11ch man , he has built a noble fabuie
for his dwelling-house, with a fiont of stately architecture
and marble floots and doois of piecious woods , the whole
structure 1s as beautiful as a dieam and as substantial as
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the native 10ck  But the visionary shapes of a long pos-
terity, for whose home this mansion was intended, have
faded nto nothingness since the death of the founder's
only son. The rich man gives a glance at his sable garb
1 one of the splendid mmors of his diawing-100m, and
descending a flight of lofty steps, instinctively offers his
aim to yonder poverty-stiicken widow mn the rusty black
bonnet, and with a check apron over her patched gown

" The sailor boy, who was her sole eairthly stay, was washed
overboaid 1n a late tempest  This couple fiom the palace
and the almshouse are but the types of thousands more
who represent the dark tiagedy of life, and seldom quairel
for the upper parts  Grief 15 such a leveller, with 1ts own
dignity and 1ts own humility, that the noble and the
peasant, the beggar and the monarch, will waive themr pre-
tensions to exteinal 1ank without the officiousness of inter-
ference on our part  If pride— the influence of the world’s
false distinctions—remam m the heart, then soirow lacks
the earnestness which makes 1t holy and reverend. It
loses 1ts reality and becomes a miserable shadow. On this
ground we have an opportunity to assign over multitudes
who would willingly claim places here to other paits of
the procession. If the mowner have anythmg deaier
than his giief he must seeck his true position elsewhere.
There are so many unsubstantial sortows which the neces-
sity of our mortal state begets on 1dleness, that an obse:-
ver, casting aside sentiment, 1s sometimes led to question
whether there be any real woe, except absolute physical
suffering and the loss of closest fitends A cowd who
exhibit what they deem to be broken hearts—and among
them many loveloin maids and bachelors, and men of dis-
appointed ambition 1 arts or politics, and- the poor who
were once rich, or who have sought to be tich m vam—
the great majority of these may ask admittance into some
other fiatermity. Theie 15 no 100m here Perhaps we
may mstitute a separate class where such unfortunates
will naturally fall into the procession Meanwhile, let

them stand aside and patiently await their time

If our trumpeter can borrow a note from the dooms-

day tiumpet blast, let him sound i1t now. The diead
alaim should make the earth quake to its centre, for the
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herald is about to address mankind with a suramons to
which even the purest mortal may be sensible of some
famnt 1espondimg echo m s breast.  In many bosoms 1t
will awaken a still small voice more ternible than its own
1everberating uproar '

The ndeous appeal has swept around the globe, Come,
all yo gwlty ones, and 1ank yourselves in accordance with
the biotherhood of cirme  This, mdeed, 15 an awful sum-
mons. I almost tremble to look at the strange partner-
ships that begin to be foimed, 1eluctantly, but by the
mvmaeible necessity of hike to ke m this part of the
procession, A forger from the state prison seizes the arm
of a distinguished finaneier. - ITow mdignantly does the
Iatter plead his fair reputation upon ’Change, and insist
that Ius operations, by their magmficence of scope, were
removed into quite another sphere of morality than those
of lus pitiful companion! But let him cut the connection
if he can. Heie comes o murderer with his clanhing
chains, and pairs himself—horrible to tell—with as pme
and upright a man, in all observable respects, as ever
partook of the conscerated bread and wine. He s one of
those, perchance the most hopeless of all smners, who
practise such an exemplary system of outwaird duties, that
even o deadly crime may be hidded from thewr own sight
and remembrance under this unreal frostwork. Yet he
now finds his place. Why do that pair of flaunting guls,
with the pert, aflected laugh and the sly leer at the by-
standers, mtrude themselves into the same 1ank with
yonder decorous mation, and that somewhat prudish
mnuden? Surely these poor cicatures, born to vice as
their sole and natmal inhenitance, can be no fit associntes
for women who have been guarded round about by all the
proprieties of domestic hife, and who could not exr unless
they first cieated the opportumty. Oh, no, 1t must be
merely the impertinence of those unblushing husstes ; and
we can only wonder how such 1espectable ladies should
h}rwe responded to a summons that was not meant for
them,

We shall make short work of this miserable class, each
member of which is entitled to grasp any othcr member’s
hand, by that vile degradation wheiem, guilty erior has

-
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buried all ahke The foul fiend to whom it properly be-
longs must 1eheve us of owr loathsome task. Let the
bond servants of sin pass on  But neither man nor wo-
man, i whom good predominates, will smile or sneer, nor
id the Rogues’ March be played, in derision of thewr
aizay, Teelmg withn their bieasts a shuddeimg sym-
pathy, which at least gives token of the sin that might
have been, they will thank God for any place m the grand
procession of human ewustence, save among those most
wietched ones  Mauy, however, will be astomshed at the
fatal impulse that drags them thitherwaid Nothmng 18
mole remarkable than the various deceptions by which
guilt conceals itself from the perpetiator’s conscience, and
oftenest, peirhaps, by the splendour of its garments,
Statesmen, rulers, generals, and all men who act over an
extensive sphere, are most hable to be deluded m thig
way ; they commt wrong, devastation and murder, on so
giand a scale, that 1t 1mpresses them as speculative 1ather
than actual, but m our procession we find them linked m
detestable conjunction with the meanest criminals whose
deeds have the vulganty of petty detmls Heie the effect
of circumstance and accident 1s done away, and & man
finds his rank according to the spuit of lus erime, mn
whatever shape 1t may have been developed

We have called the Evil, now let us eall the Good
The trumpet’s biazen thioat should pour heavenly music
over the emrth, and the herald’s voice go forth with the
sweetness of an angel’s accents, as if to summon each up-
1ght man to his 1eward But how 15 this? Does none
answer to the call? Not one ; for the just, the pue, the
frue, and all who mmght most worthily obey it, shiink
sadly back, as most conscious of erzor and impetfection
Then let the summons be to those whose pervading prin-
ciple 15 Love - This classification will embrace all the
tiuly good, and none i whose souls theie exists not some-
thing that may expand itself mnto a heaven, both of well-
doing and felicity

The fi1st that presents himself is & man of wealth, who
hds bequeathed the bulk of his property to an hospital ;
his ghost, methinks, would have a better 11ght here than
his iying body  But here they come, the genumne bene-
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factors of them race Some have wandered about the
earth with pictuies of bhiss in then imagmation, and with
hearts that shiank sensitively from the idea of pun and
woe, yet have studied all varieties of misery that human
natuie can endute The puson, the msane asylum, the
squalid chamber of the alms-house, the manufactory whete
the demon of machmery anmbilates the human soul, aud
the cotton field wheie God’s mmage becomes a beast of
burden; to these and every other scene wheie man
wiongs o1 negleets lus biother, the apostles of humamty
have penctiated. This missionary, black with India’s
buining sunshie, shall give his mm to a pale-faced
brother who has made himself familimr with the mfected
alleys and loathsome haunts of vice m one of our own
cities The geneious founder of a college shall be the
patner of o maiden lady of nairow substance, one of
whose good deeds 1t has been to gather a httle school of
orphan childien  If the rmighty meirchant whose benefac-
tions are reckoned by thousands of dollars, deem himself
worthy, let him join the procession with her whose love
has proved itself by watchings at the sick bed and all
those lowly offices which bimg her into actual contact
with diseaso and wietchedness — And with those whoso
mpulses have gurded them to benevolent actions, we will
1ank others to whom Providence has assigned a different
tendency and different powers Men who have spent
their Tives m generous and holy contemplation for the
human 1ace, those who, by a certain heavenlmess of
spnit, have punfied the atmosphere around them, and
thus supplied a medinm wm which good and high things
may be projected and performed—give to theee a lofty
place among the benefactors of manknd, although no
deed, such as the world ealls deeds, may be recorded of
them ‘Theie are some mdividuals of whom we cannot
concenve 1t proper that they should apply their hands to
any eatthly mstiament, oo work out any definite act .,
wwl others, perthaps not less igh, to whom 1t 15 an cssen-
tinl attubute to labour m body as well as spiut, for the
welfme of their brethren  Thus, 1if we find a spiitual
snge whose ungeen, mestimable mfinence has exalted 1he
moral standad -of wmundand, we will choose for his
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companion some poor labourer who has wrought for love
m the potato field of a neighbour poorer than himself.

We have summoned this vaiious multitude— and, to
the credit of our nature, 1t 18 2 laage one—on the prn-
ciple of Love It 1ssmgular, nevertheless, to remark the
shyness that exists among many members of the present
class, all of whom we might expect to recoguize one
another by the ficemasonry of mutual goodness, and to
embrace hike brethren, giving God thanks for such vatious
specimens of human excellence.  But 1t 1s far otherwise
Each sect_surrounds 1ts own righteousness with a hedge
of thorns. It 1s difficult for the good Chiistian to acknow-
ledge the good Pagan, almost impossible for the good
Orthodox to giasp the hand of the good Unitailian, leav-
g to their Creator to settle the matters in dispute, and
giving their mutual efforts strongly and tiustingly to
whatever 11ght thing 18 too evident to be mistaken. Then
agan, though the heart be laige, yet the mind 18 often of
such moderate dimensions as to be exclusively filled up
with one idea. "When a good man has long devoted hiro-
self to a particular kind of beneficence—to one species of
reform—bhe 1s apt to become narrowed into the limits of
the path wherem he treads, and to fancy that there 1s no
other good to be done on ecarth but that self-same good to
which he hag put his hand, and 1 the very mode that
best suits hus own conceptions. All elge 18 worthless,
His scheme must be wrought out by the united strength
of the whole world’s stock of love, or the world 18 no
longer worthy of a position mn the umveise Moreover,
powerful Truth, bemng the rich grape juice expressed fiom
the vineyard of ages, has an mtoxicating quality, when
mbibed by any save a poweirful mtellect, and often, as 1t
wete, impels the quaffer to quarrel i his cups.  For such
reasons, stiange to say, 1t 1s haider to confiive a friendly
arrangement of these brethien of love and righteousness,
1 the procession of life, than to unite even the wicked,
who, mndeed, are chained together by their ciimes.  The
fact 18 too preposterous for teais, too lugubrious for
laughter

But, let good men push and elbow one another as they
may during their earthly maich, all will be peace among
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them when the honomable array of their procession shall
tread on heavenly giound. There they will doubtless
find that they have been woiking each for the other’s
cause, and that every well-delivered stioke, which, with
an honest purpose, any mortal stiuck even for a narrow
object, was mdeed suicken for the umiveisal cause of
good. Thewr own view may be bounded by countiy,
creed, profession, the diversities of individual chaiacter—
but above them all 18 the bieadth of Providence How~
many, who have deemed themselves antagonists, will
smile hereafter, when they look back upon the woild’s
wide harvest field, and percerve that, in unconscious
otherhood., they were helping to bind the selfsame
sheaf!

But, come! The sun 18 hastening westward, while the
maich of human Iife, that never paused before, 1s delayed
by our attempt to 1earrange its oader It 18 désnable to
find some comprehensive prmeiple that shall render om
task easter by bunging thousands ito the 1anks wheie
hitherto we have biought one  Therefore Iet the trumpet,
if possible, split 1ts brazen throat with a louder note than
over, and the herald sammon all moitals who, from what-
ever cause, have lost, or never found, their proper places
m the world

Obedient to this call, a great multitude come together,
most of them with a listless gait, betokening weaziness of
soul, yet with a gleam of satisfaction m them faces, at a
prospect of at length 1eachmg those positions which,
Intherto, they have vainly sought But heie will be
another disappointment, for we can attempt no more
than meiely to associate, mn one fiaternity, all who are
affheted with the same vague trouble Some great nus-
take 1 bife 15 the chief condition of admuttance into this
class, Here are members of the leained professions,
whom Providence endowed with specal mfts for the
plough, the forge, and the wheelbairow, or for the routine
of unmtellectual busmmess We will assign to them, as
partners m the march, those lowly labowers and handi-
craftsmen, who have pmed, as with a dymg thust, after
the unattammable fountains of knowledge = The latter have
lost less than their companions, yet more, because they
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deem 1t infimte  Perchance the two species of un-
fortunates may comfort onc another. Heie ae Quakers
with the mstinct of battle 1n them, and men of war who
should have woin the bioad brim  Authors shall be
1anked here, whom some fieak of Nature, making game of
her poor childien, had imbued with the confidence of
genius, and strong desue of fame, but has favoured with
no coirespondmng power ; and others, whose lofty gifts
were unaccompanied with the faculty of expression, or
any of that earthly machinery by which etheiecal endow-
ments must be manifested to mankind., All these, there-
fore, aie melancholy laughing-stocks. Next, here are
honest and well-intentioned persons, who by a want of
tact—Dy naccurate perceptions—by a distoiting 1magina-
tion—have been kept continually at cross purposes with
the world, and bewildered nipon the path of Iife  Let us
see 1f they can confine themselves within the hine of our
procession. In this class, likewise, we must assign places
to those who have encountered that worst of 1ll success, a
higher fortune than their abilities could vindicate,
writers, actors, painteis, the.pets of a day, but whose
laniels wither unrenewed amid their homy hamr, pol-
ticlans, whom some malicious contingency of affans has
thiust mto conspicuous station, where, while the woild
stands gazing at them, the dieary consciousness of im-
becility makes them cwse then bnth honr, To such
men, we give for a companon hm whose 1a1e talents,
which perthaps 1equne a Revolution for then exelrcise, are
buited 1n the tomb of sluggish encumstances

Not far fiom these, we must find 100m for one whoss
success has been of the wiong kind , the man who should
have lingeied mn the cloisters of a umversity, digging new
treasuies out of the Herculaneum of antique lore, diffusing
depth and accmacy of hteratuie thioughout his country,
and thus makmg, for Imself a gieat and quiet fame.
But the outwaid tendencies around him have proved too
pov erful for his mward nature, and have diawn him mto
the arena of political tumult, theie to contend at disad-
vantage, whether fiont to front, or side by side, with the
biawny giants of actual Iife  He becomes, it may be, a
name for brawhng parties to bandy to and fro. a legislator

w
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of the Union, a governor of his native State, an ambas-
sado1 to the courts of kings or queens , and the world may
deem him 2 man of happy stars DBut not so the wise ;
and not so himself, when he Jooks thiough his expetience,
and sighs to miss that fitness, the one mvaluable touch
which makes all things true and 1eal  So much achieved,
yet how abortive 15 hus hife! Whom shall we choose for
his companion? Some weak fiamed blacksmith, perhaps,
whose delicacy of muscle might have suited a tailor's
shopbeard better than the anvil

Shall we bid the tiumpet sound agamn? It 1s handly
worth the while There remam a few 1dle men of fortune,
tavern and grog-shop loungers, lazzaiom, old bachelors,
decaymg maidens, and people of ciooked intellect or
tempel, all of whom may find then like, or some tolerable
appioach to 1t, m the plentiful diveisity of om latter class,
Theie, too, as his ultimate destiny, must we rank the
dreamer, who, all ns hfe long, has cheiished the 1dea that
he was peculiarly apt for somethmng, but never could
determine what 1t was, and theire the most unfortunate
of men, whose puapnse 1t bas been to enjoy life’s pleasuzes,
but to avord a manful stiuggle with its toil and sonow.
The remamnder, 1f any, may connect themselves with
whatever 1ank of the procession they shall find best
adapted to their tastes and consciences The worst pos--
sible fate would be to remamn behind, shivering m the
solitude of time, while all the woild 1s on the move
tonards eternity  Owr attempt to classify society 1s now
complete  The result may be anything but perfect , yet
better—to give 1t the very lowest praise—than the
antique 1ule of the_herald’s office, or the modern one of
the tax-gatherei, whereby the accidents and superficial
attributes, with which the 1eal nature of andividuals has
least to do, are acted upon as the deepest chaiacterstics
of mank'nd Ow task 1s done! Now let the grand
procession move !

Yet pause awhile! We had forgotten the Chief
Maishal
. Hark! That worldwide swell of solemn muste, with
the clang of a mighty bell breaking forth ﬂu‘oufrh its
reﬂulated uproar, announces s qpprowch He comes;
N
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a severe, sedate, immovable, dak 1ider, waving hig
truncheon of universal sway, as he passes along ‘the
lengthened line, on the pale horse of the Revelation. It
18 Death ! Who else could assume the gmidance of a pro-
cession that comprchends all humanity? And if some,
among these many millions, should deem themselves
classed anmss, yet let them take to themr hearts the com-
fortable tiuth that Death levels ug all into one great
brotherhood, and that another state of being will surely
rectify the wiong of this Then bieathe thy wail upon
the earth’s wailling wind, thou band of melancholy music,
made up of every sigh that the human heait, unsatisfied,
has uttered ! There 18 yet triumph in thy tones And
now we move! Beggars mn thew 1ags, and Kings traitling
the regal purple n the dust, the Warrior’s gleaming
helmet ; the Priest m Ins sable 10obe ; the hoary Giand-
sire, who has 1un life’s cirele and come back to childhood ;
the ruddy Schoolboy with his golden cutls, fuisking along
the march , the Aitisan’s stuff jacket , the Noble’s star-
decorated coat—the whole presenting a motley spectacle,
yet with a dusky giandeur broodmg over it Onwaid,
onward, into that dimness wheie the lights of Time,
which have blazed along the piocession, are flickermg mn
theirsockets! Andwhither? Weknow not, and Death,
hitherto our leadei, deserts us by the wayside, as the
tramp of our mmumerable footsteps echoes beyond his
sphere  He knows not, moie than we, our destined goal.
But God, who made us, knows, and will not leave us on
our toilsome and doubtful maich, either to wander m
infinite uncertamty, or peuish by the way!



FEATHERTOP - A MORALIZED LEGEND.

“Dicrox,” cried Mother Rigby, “a coal for my pipe!”

The pipe was in the old dame’s mouth when she sud
these words  She had thiust 1t there after fillmg it with
tobacco, but without stoopmng to hght 1t at the heaith,
where mndeed there was no appeatance of a fire having
been kindled that morning  Forthwith, however, as
soon as the oider was given, theie was an mtense 1ed
glow out of the bowl of the pipe, and a whiff of smoke
fiom Mother Rigby's ips. Whence the coal came, and
how brought thither by an mvisible hand, I have never
been able to discover ¢ Good !'” quoth Mother Tugby,
with a nod of her head  * Thank ye, Dickon! Andnow
for makmg this scareciow Be withmn call, Dickon, m
case I need you agam ”

The good woman had 1isen thus ealy (for as yet it
was scarcely sumuise), i order to set about makmg a
searecrow, which she mtended to put in the muddle of
her corn-patch It was now the latter week of May, and
the crows and blackbnds had alieady discovered the hittle,
green, 1olled-up leaf of the Indian corn just peeping out
of the soil  She was determined, theicfore, to contiive
as lfe-like a scarecrow as ever was scen, and to fimish
1t immediately, fiom top to toe, 8o that 1t should bezin
its sentinel’s duty that very mormimg Now Mother
Rigby (as everybody must have heaid), was one of the
most cunning and potent witches mn New England, and
might, with very little trouble, have made a scareciow
ugly enough to fiighten the mimster himself But on
this occaston, as she had awakened in an uncommonly
pleasant humow, and was further duleified by her pipe
of tobacco, she resolved to produce something fine,
beautiful, and splendid, 1ather than hideous and horrible,

“1don’t want to set up a hobgoblin in my own corn-
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patchy aud almost at my own doostep,” said Mother
Rigby to hersell; pulling out a whifl’ of smoke, “T could
do 1tf 1 1)101su1 but T am tihred of domng marvellous
things, and so Tl keep withm the bounds of everyday
busmeqs, Just for varety’s sake,  Desides, there is no use
m scarmg the hittle elnldien for o mmle 1oundabout,
though 'tis truo 'm a witeh”

It was settled, thorelore, m her own mind, that the
scmectow  should 1epresent a fine gontleman of the
period, so far as the matenals at hand would allow,  Per-
haps 1t may bo as well to enumerate the cluef of the
articles that went to the composition of this figwme,

Tho most important 1tem of all, probably, althoueh it
mado so hitle show, was o cortam broomstick, on which
Mother Tigby had taken many an airy gallep at nud-
night, aud whioh now sexved the <earecrow by way of a-
spmal column, or, as the uniearned phrase 1t, a backbone
One of its arms was a disabled flul which used to beh
wielded by Goodman Riaby, befors lus spouse wortiec):
him out of this troublesome world; the other, if T mis
tako not, was composed of the puddmg stick and a broken
rung of o chair, tied loosely together at the clbow. Ay
for it logs, the right was o hoo handle, and the left n
undistmgmshed and muscellanoous stick fiom the wood!
pile. Its lungs, stomach, and other afians of that kma™
were nothing bettor than a meal bag stufled with staw,
Thus we have made out the skeloton and entite CO1pOL-
oity of the semicorow, with the eveeption of its hend;
and this was admnably supplied by a somewhat withered
and shirvelled pumpkin, m which Mother Rigby cut two
holes for the cyes, and a shit for the mouth, leaving a
bluish-calowed knob m the muddle to passfor o nose. Tt
was really quite o respectable faco,

“T'vo scen worse ones on human shoulders, at any
1ate,” said Mothor Righy.  “And many o fine gentleman
has a pumpkm head, as well as my searcerow.” .

Put thoe clothes, m this easo, were to be the making of
the man,  Sp tho s+ 1d woman took down from a peg
an ancient pl f coat of London make, and with
1clios of om s seams, cufls, pocket flabs, and
button hole ibly worn and faded, patohed ab
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the elbows, tattered at the shirts, and thieadbaie all
ovel. On the left breast was a 1ound hole, whenee erther
a star of nobility had been rent away, or else the hot
heart of some former weater had scorched 1t through and
thiough, The neighbours saud that this rich garment be-
longed to the Black Man’s wardiobe, and that he kept it
at Mother Righby’s cottage for the convenience of shpping
it on whenever he wished to make o grand appearance at
the governor'’s table To match the coat theie was a
velvet waistcoat of very ample size and formerly em-
browdered with foliage that had been as bughtly golden
as the maple leaves m October, but which had now quite
vauished out of the substance of the velvet. Neat came
& pan of scailet breeches, once woin by the TFrench
governor of Lowssbowg, and the knees of which had
touched the lower step of the thione of Lows le Girand

The Fienchman had given these small clothes to an
Indian powwon, who parted with them to the old witch
for a gill of strong waters, at one of their dances in the
forest  Farthermore, Mother Rigby moduced a pair of
silk stockings and put them on the figure's legs, where
they showed as unsubstantial as a dieam, with the
rooden reality of the two sticks making itself miserably
wpparent through the holes. Lastly, she put her dead
nusband’s wig on the baie scalp of the pumpkin, and
surmounted the whole with a dusty thiee coineied hat,
in which was stuck the longest tail feather of a 100ster

Then the old dame stood the figme up 1 a corner of
her cottage and chuckled to behold its yellow semblance
of n visage, With 1ts nobby httle nose thiust mto the air
It had a strangely self-satisfied aspeet, and seemed to <av,
¢ Come, look at me !

“And jou me well worth looking at, that's a fact!”
quoth Mother Righby, m admnration at her own handi-
work  “I've made many a puppet since I'se heen a
witeh ; but methmhs thns 1s the fincst of them all, "Tis
almost too good for a seareccrow. And, bhy-the-by, I'll
just fitl o fiesh pipe of tobaceo, und then talie bim out to
the com-puteh ”

Winle filling her pipy, the old woman contmued to
gaze with almost motherly afiection at the figuie an the
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comner. 'To say the tiuth, whether it weie chanee, o
gkill, or dowmight witcheiaft, there was something won
derfully human m this 1dienlous shape, bedizened witl
its tattered finery ; and as for the countenance, it ap
peared to shuivel 1ts yellow suiface mto a grin—a funng
kind of expression betwint rcorn and merument, as f it
understood itself to be a jest at mankind  The mo
Mother Rigby looked, the better she was pleaged

“Dickon,” ciied she sharply, “another coal for my

me P »

ITardly had she spoken, than, just as before, there was
a red-glowmg coal on the top of the tobacco  She drew
m a long whift and pufled 1t forth agan mto the bar of
mornng sunshime which struggled thiough the orymiw ¢
panc of her cottage wmdow. MMother Rughy)of a-
hiked to flavour her pipe with a coal of fire frcm toone
ticular chimuey corner whence this had bess: "o be
But whete that chimney corner might bg—~¢ worriec
the conl fom it—fuither than  thetber if I nus
messenger seemed to 1espond to the nard®d abioker,
cannot tell. lbow, A

“That puppet jonder,” thought Mother\¢ left a
with her eyes fixed on the scarccrow, “15 too\00Q
piece of work to stand all summer m a can
frightening away the ciows and blackbitds  He's &W
of better things Why, Pve dauced with a worsdr-
when partners happened to be scarce, at om {;
meetings in the forest! What if T should let him
his chance among the other men of stiaw and e
fellows who go bustling about the world 17

The old witeh took three or four more whiffs of
pipe and smiled

“He'll meet plenty of his biethren at every stre
corner!” continued she “Well; I didn’t mean
dabble m witcheraft to-day, further than the lighting
my pipe; but a witech I am, and a witech I'm nIke.
to be, and theire’s no use trying to shitk 1t, T’Jl make
a man of my scaiecrow, were 1t only for the joke's
<snke ! !

While muttering these woids, Mother Tugby took the

se from her own mouth and thiust 1t into the crevice

Y
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Wwhich 1epresented the same feature m the pumpkm
Yisage of the scarccron
+ “DPuff, dmhing, puff!” saxd she  “ Puff away, my fine
fellow ! your hfe depends onatt”
! This was a strange exhor tation, undoubtedly, to be ad-
hessed to a mere thing of sticks, straw, and old clothes,
t1th nothing better than a shiivelled pumpkin for a
head, as we know to have been the scarecrow’s case
‘Nevertheless, as we must carefully hold m 1emembrancs,
“Mother Tugby was a witch of singulm power and dex-
terity , and, keepmng this fact duly before our minds, we
shall see nothing beyond credibility m the remaikable
¢ 1neidents of our story. Indeed, the gieat difficulty will
bl ace got over, If we can only biing owmselves to be-
governoat as soon as the old dame bade him puff, there
touche whiff of smoke fiom the scarcciow’s mouth., It
. The Fi-=ary feeblest of winffs, to be sme, but 1t was
Indian powwinother and another, each more decided than
for : 0‘11 Ging one. ’ g
for(:’s‘ p'away, my pet! puff away, my. pretty one!”
silk \ Rugby kept 1epeating, with her pleasantest smile.
~ they Ip.0ne breath of hfe to ye, and that you may take
vooden § £o1.7
nppaternd all question the pipe was bewitched. There
0usbataye been a spell either m the tobacco or m the
SulmMoglowing coal that so mystertously buned on top of
in wh"in the pungently-momatic smoke which exhaled
Th the kindled weed = The figure, after a few doubtful
her ‘mpts, at length blew forth a volley of smoke extend-
- f 2 31l the way from the obscwme coiner mto the bar of
thshine Thete 1t eddied and melted away among the
stes of dust Tt scomed a convulsive effort, for the
o o1 three next whiffs weie fante:, although the coal
AWl glowed and threw a gleam over the scareciow’s visage.
Wihe old witch clapped her skinny hands togother, and
Vmiled encouragingly upon her handiwork  She saw that
%he charm woiked well The shivelled, yellow face,
Jdwhich heretofore had been no face at all, had alieady a
thin, fantastic haze, as 1t were, of human Iikeness, smiftimg
to and fio acioss 1t, sometimes vamshing entirely, but
{giowing mote perceplible than ever with the next winff
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fiom the pipe.  The whole fimue, in hike woanner, =
suned @ shios of lile, such as ve mpat 1o nf b d

shapes aniong the clouds, wnd half decoive oirddses wah
the pastime of our oy fancey,

I we mnst needs pry closely suto the matter, 1t tay
be doubted whether there vacany 1oy o y:,’u«r‘ 1}{
m the sordud, wotn-out, wurthlc;q,:md i ;,m;f;.} Wbt s u;
of the scarecrow ; but mercly a speetral il "v‘i
cunuing cflect of hight and shade 5o ol r'";a*; y
tived as to dedude the eycs of mu~t men Th oy ;‘L. P
of witeheralt <eem alwavs to have had 4 vogy »: kf'“’
subtlety , and, at Teast, 2f the ubove v pl oy nL,? ‘gi m\;
hit the truth of the process, I ean cipn oty

“Well pafied, my protiy Jad £ wtig oo g iy

pufied, my pretiy Iad " et e ol Mothes
Tagby.  * Come, another good stont w) i, ¢ i ot
with might and mam  Puff for t}‘ ) ; A
Puff out of the very F o1 el de
>

bottom of
of thy hemt s f « .
thou hast, or any bhottom to szt o5 M ey ey

Thou didst suck Well dope, a_in
suck m that n v anin !
of it.” wuthful as of for the pare Jos e

And then ; :
the witch beckoued to QL‘? 50N v

P : Jyrap
ng so much maguetic poteney: s ’M‘—.

i‘;‘f{’fga‘; ‘{ ‘E}:?ﬂ?i}nwv"fmg%' into hex; gesture that 1t
& Whe ,’;”" @%‘& " L¢Tably be obeyed, Like the mystic
o Tor gf/ w1t when 1t sumigons the won o
riaae SFRest thou 1n the coner, Juzy one?’ s2id she
EEED forth U Thou hast the woild before thee
Upon my word, if the legend weie not owe which 1
heard on my grandmother's knee, and which ad e-tab-
Tished 1ts pluce among things credible before my thalde h
judgment could analyze 1ts probability, T question whether
T should have the face to tell 1t now
{n obedience to Mother Righy’s word, and extending its
arm as 1f to reach hier ontstictehed hand, the fizme made
a step furnard—a land of hitch aud jerk, hovwevey, 1athet
than o step—then tottered and ahnost Tost its halance.
What could the witch expeet? It was nothmg, afta all
but & scaeccrow stiuck upon two stichs  But the stinng-
willed old beldam scowled, and beckoned, and flung the
energy of hor purpose so foreibly at tlns poor combinahion
of rotten wood, and musty straw, and 1agged gaments,
that 1t was compelled to show stself a man, 1 spate of the

14

¥
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reality of thmgs  So 1t stepped mto the bar of sunshme.
T stood—poor devil of 4 contrivance that it was!
Jy the thinnest vestiwre of human similitude
through which was cvident the stiff, nickety,
us, faded, tattered, good-for-nothing patchvork
iwtance, ready to sink m a heap upon the floor,
5 of 1ts own unworthmess to be erect  Shall I
tiuth? At its present point of vnification,
w 1eminds me ot some of the lukewarm and
1aeters, composed of heterogeneous materials,
e thousandth time, and never woirth using,
omauce wiiters (and mjyself, no doubt, among
e so overpeopled the wotld of fiction.
erce old hag bLegan to get angry and show &
ar diabolic natme (like a snake’s head, peep-
ss out of her bosom), at this pusillanmimous
the thing which she had taken the trouble

. , wreteh ' cried she, wrathfully, “ Puff,

, u thing of stiaw and emptiness! thou 1ag

v meul -bag! thou pumphm head! thou

wre shall 1 find a2 name vile enough to call

ff, I say, eud suck m thy fantastic life along

; e, else I snatch the pipe fiom thy mouth
where that 1ed coal came fiom.”

ened, the unhappy scarecrow had nothing

uft away for dear hfe  As need was, there-

» uself lostily to the pipe and sent forth

volleys of tobacco smoke that the small

n became all vaporons.  The one sunbeam

iy through, and could but imperfectly

v of the aacked and dusty window pane

o wall  Mother Rigby, meanwhile, with

alumbo and the otha stictched towards

d gimly amud the obscunity with such

ton a5 when she was wont to heave a

«nae on her victuns and stwnd at the

then agony  In fear and hrembling did

cron pufl.  Bat its eflorts, it must be

~erved an cxeellent purpose, for, with each

t, the figure lust more and more of its dizzy
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canst pay thy way all over the emth Kiss me, pretty

darling ! I have done my best for thee ”

Futhermore, that the adventuier nught lack no pos-
sible advantage towards a fair start m life, this excellent
old dame gave him a token by which he was to itroduce
himself to a certain magistiate, member of the council,
merchant, and elder of the chumich (the four capacities
constituting but one man), who stood at the head of
society i the neighbouring metropols The token was
neither mote nor less than a single woird, which Mother
Rigby whispered to the scaieciow, and which-the scaie-

JE8.0105 was to whisper to the merchant “’/’:\k

cray(‘; u *y.as the old fellow 1s, he'll lflll‘l’lwfihv "’“«'En“a? o
ey et NI any St IR 110 1T
thee, \vhe?; once tmlmsf“given him that word i his
ear,” smd the old witch. “Mother Rigby knows the
worshipful Justice Goolin, and the worshipful Justice
knows Mother Rigby !”

Here the witch thrust her wrinkled face close to the
puppet’s, chuckling nrepressibly, and fidgeting all thiough
he1 system, with delight at the idea which she meant to
communicate. -

“The worshipful Master Gookin,” whispeired she,  hath
a comely maiden to his danghter  And hairk ye, my pet!
Thou hast a fair ountside, and a pretty wit enough of thine
own Yea, a pretty wit enough! Thou wilt think
better of 1t when thou hast seen more of other people’s
wits Now, with thy outside and thy inside, thou art the
very man to win a young girl's hemt Never doubt 1t!
I tell thee 1t shall be,so Put but a bold face on the
matter, sigh, smile, flourish thy hat, thrust forth thy leg
like a dancing master, put thy 1ight hand to the left side
of thy waistcoat, and pretty Polly Gookin 1s thine own !”

All this while the new cieature had been suckmg m
and exhalmg the vapowy fiagiance of his pipe, and
seemed now to contmue this occupation as much for the
enjoyment 1t afforded- as because 1t was an essential con-
dation of his existence. It was wondeiful to see how ex-
ceedingly like a human bewg 1t behaved Its eyes (for
1t appeated to possess a pan), were bent on Mother Rig-
by, and at suitable junctures 1t nodded or shook 1ts head.
Nerther did 1t lack words piroper for the occasiop -
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“Really! Indeed! Pray tell me! Is 1t possible!
Upon my word! By no means! O! Ah! Hem!”
and other such weighty utterances as imply attention, m-
quuy, acquiescence, or dissent on the part of the auditor
Even had you stood by and seen the scarecrow made, you
could scarcely have resisted the conviction that 1t per-
fectly undeistood the cunning counsels which the old
witch poured into 1its counterfeit of an ear The more
eainestly 1t apphed itslips lo the pipe the more distinctly
was 1ts human likeness stamped among visible realities,
the more sagacious grew 1ts expression, the more hife-like
its gestmes and movements, and the moie intelligibly
audible 1ts voice. Its garments, too, ghstened so much
the brighter with an illusory magnificence The very
pipe, 1n which burned the spell of all this wonderwork,
ceased to appear as a smoke-blackened caithen stump,
and became a meerschaum, with pamted bowl and amber
mouthpiece,

T might be appiehended, however, that as the life of
the llusion seemed 1dentical with the vaponr of the pipe,
1t would termmate simultaneously with the reduction of
the tobacco to ashes DBut the beldam foresaw the diffi-
culty ‘ -

“ITold theu the pipe, my precious one,” said she, *‘ while
I fill 1t for thee agan.”

It was sorrowful to behold how the fine gentleman be- -
gan to fade back mnto a scaiteciow while Mother Righby,
shoolk the ashes out of the pipe and proceeded to 1eplenish
1t fiom her tobacco-box.

“Dickon,” cried she, mn her lugh, shaip tone, “another
coal for this pipe 1"

No sooner said than the intensely red speck of fire was
glowing within the pipe bowl, and the scarecrow, with-
out warting for the witch’s biddmng, apphied the tube to
s lips and diew in a few short, convulsive whiffs, which
soon, however, became 1egular and equable

“Now, mine own heait’s duling,” quoth Mother Rigby,
“ whatever may happen to thee, thou must stick to thy
pipe  Thy Iife 15 1 1t ; and that, at least, thou knowest
well, 1f thou knowest nought besides,  Stick to thy pipe,
Tsay! Smoke, puff, blow thy cloud, and tell the people,
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if any question be made, that 1t1s for thy health, and that
so the physician orders thee to do  And, sweet one, when
thou shalt find thy pipe getting low, go apart into some
corner, and (first filling thyself with smoke) e1y shaiply
¢ Dickon, a fresh pipe of tobacco !’ and, ¢ Dickon, another
coal for my pipe !’ and have 1t mto thy pretty mouth as
speedily as may be. Else, mstead of a gallant gentleman
n a gold-laced coat, thou wilt be but a jumble of sticks and
tattered clothes, and a bag of stiaw, and a withered
pumpkm ! Now depart, my treasme, and good luck go
with thee !”

¢ Never fear, mother '” said the figure, m a stout voice,
and sending forth a comageous whiff of smoke, “I will
thrive, if an honest man and a gentleman may !'”

“Q, thou wilt be the death of me !’ ciied the old witch,
convulsed with laughter. ‘That was well said. If an
honest man and a gentleman may! Thou playest thy
paut to peifection Get along with thee for a smait
fellow, and I will wager on thy head, as a man of pith
and substance, with a bian, and what they eall a heart,
and all else that a man should have, against any other
thmg on two legs I hold myself a Dbetter witch than
yesterday, for thy sake Did not I make thee! And I
defy any witch m New England to make such anothe: !
Heie, take my staff along with thee !”

The staff, though 1t was but a plamn oaken stick, im-
mediately took the aspect of a gold-headed cane

“That gold head has as much sense”m 1t as thine own,”
said Mother Rigby, “and 1t will guide thee stiaight to
wotshipful Master Gookin’s door. Get thee gone, my
pretty pet, my dailmg, my piecious one, my treasure ;
and 1if any ask thy name, 1t 1s Feathertop Fo1 thou hast
a feather m thy hat, and I have thust a handful of
featheis into the hollow of thy head, and thy wig too 1s
of the fashion they call IFeatheitop—so be Feathertop
thy name ! ”

And, 1ssumg fiom the cottage, Featheitop strode man-
fully towards town. Mother Righy stood al the threshold,
well pleased to sce how the sunbeams ghstened on him,
asg 1f all hus magnificence weie real, and how diligently
and lovingly he smoked his pipe, and how handsomely he
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walked, m spite of a little stiffness of his legs She
watched him unul out of sight, and threw a witch bene-
diction after her dailing, when a tuin of the road snatched
him fiom her view.

Betimes mn the forenoon, when the puincipal street of
the neighbourmg town was just at its acme of hfe and
bustle, a stranger of very distinguished figmie was seen on
the sidewalk. s port as well as his gaiments betokened
nothing short of nobihty He wore a richly-embioidered
plum-coloured coat, a wastcoat of costly velvet magunifi-
cently adoined with golden foliage, a par of splendid
scarlet breeches, and the finest and glossiest of white silk
stockmgs  His head was covered with a peruke, so
daintily powdered and adjusted that 1t would have been
sacrilege to disorder it with a hat, which, therefore (and
it was a gold-laced hat, set off with a snowy feather), he
cattzed beneath lus arm  On-the bieast of his coat
ghistened a stax  He managed his gold-headed cane with
an airy giace, peculiar to the fine gentlemen of the perod,
and, to give the highest possible fimish to us equipment,
he had lace 1uffles at his wiist, of a most ethereal delicacy,
sufficiently avouching how 1dle and aristocratic must be
the hands which they half concealed

It was a 1emarkable pomt 1n the accoutrement of this
brithant personage, that he held m-his left hand a fan-
tastic kind of a pipe, with an exqusitely painted bowl
and an amber mounthpiece  This he apphed to his lips as
often as every five o1 six paces, and mhaled a deep whiff
of smoke, which, after bemng retained a moment 1n his
lungs, might be seen to eddy gracefully fiom his mouth
and nostils

As may well be supposed, the stieet was all astn to find
out the stianger’s name

“It 18 some gieat nobleman, beyond question,” said
one of the townspeople. “Do you see the star at his
breast?” -

“Nay, 1t 18 too bught to be seen,” said another.
“Yes, he must needs be a nobleman, as you say But
by what conveyance, think you, can his lordship have
voyaged o1 tiavelled hither ? 'There has been no vessel
fiom the old country for a month past, and if he have -
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arnived oveiland {iom the south\vard, pray wheie are his
attendants and equipage 1” -

“ He nceds no equipage to set off his an, remarked
a third. “If he came among us in rags, nobility would
shine through a hole m s elbow 1 never saw such
dignity of aspect He has the old Norman blood m his
vems, I wailant him ”

“J 1ather take him to be a Dutchman, or one of your
high Germans,” said another citizen  “ The men of those
countries have always the pipe at their mouths ”

“And so has a Twk,” ansnered Ins companion.  “ But,
in my judgment, this stianger hath been bied at the

Fiench cowit, and hath theie leained politeness and grace ™

of manner, which none understand so well as the nobility
of France That gait, now! A vulgar spectator might
deem 1t stiff—he might call it a hitch and jerk—but, to
my eye, 1t hath an unspeakable majesty, and must have
been acquired by constant observation of the deportment
of the Giand Monarque The stianger’s character” and
office are evident enough He 1s a I‘rench ambassador,
come to treat with our rulers about the cession of Canada.”

““More probably a Spaniard,” said anothe:, ““and hence

.his yellow complexion , or, most likely, he is from the
Havanna, or from some port on” the Spanmish mam, and
comes to make mvestigation about the piracies which our
governor 18 thought to convive at, Those settlers in Peru
and Mevico have skins as yellow as the gold which they
dig out of then mines”

“Yellow or not,” cried a lady, “he 1s a beautiful man !
~—so tall, so slendm ! such a fine, noble face, with so
well-shaped a nose, and all that delicacy of expression
abouat the mouth ! And, bless me, how biight his star 1s!
It positively shoots out flames !”

“So do your eyes, fan lady,”
bow and a flounish of his pipe, for he was just passmg at
the mstant. “Upon my honowm, they have quite dazzled
me n

“ Was ever s0 origmal and exqusite a comphment 17
murmured the lady, i an ectasy of delight.

Amid the general admiration excited by the stranger’s
appearance, there were only two dissenting voices, One

said the stranger, witha ~
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was that of en impeitment cur, which, after snuffing at
the heels of the glistening figuie, put its tail between 1ts
legs and skulked 1nto 1ts master’s back yard, vociferating
an execrable howl The other dissentient was a young
child, who squalled at the fullest stietch of his lungs,
and babbled some amunteiligible nonsense about a pumpkin

TFeatheitop meanwhile pursued his way along the

stieet Except for the few complimentary woids to the
lady, and now and then a shight inclination of the head 1
r1equital of the profound 1everences of the bystanders, he
seemed wholly absorbed in his pipe  There needed no
other proof of his rank and consequence than the peifect
equanumity with which he compotted himself, while the
cariosity and admnation of the town swelled almoss mto
clamou aronnd him. With a crowd gathering behind
his footsteps, he finally 1eached the mansion house of the
worshipful Justice Gookmn, entered the gate, ascended
the steps of the fiont door, and knocked. In the mterm,
before bis summons was answered, the stranger was ob- .
sevved to shake the ashes of his pipe . .

“What did he say in that sharp voice 7” inqured one
of the spectators

“ Nay, I know not,” answered his fizend “But the
sun dazzles my eyes strangely. How dim and faded his
lordship looks all of a sndden! Bless my wits, what 1s
the matter with me §”

¢ The wonder 1s,” sard the other, ““that his pipe, which
was out only an mstant ago, should be all alight again,
and with the 1eddest coal I ever saw  Theie 15 some-
thing mysterious about this stranger What a whiff of
smoke was that! Dun and faded did you call him?
Why, as he turns about the star on lis bieast s all
ablaze ”

“It 1s indeed,” sud his companwon ; “and 1t will go
near to dazsle pretty Polly Gookin, whom I see peeping
at 1t out of the chamber window.”

The door bemg now opened, Feathertop turned to the
crowd, made a stately bend of his body hke a great man
acknowledging the 1eveience of the meaner soit, and
vamshed 1nto the house There was a mysterious kind

of a smule, 1f 1t might not better be called a grm o1 grim-
0
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ace, upon his visage , but, of all the throng that beheld
him, not an mdividual appears to have possessed insight
enough to detect the illusive character of the stianger
except a hittle cnld and a cm dog. -

Onr legend here loses somewhat of 1ts contmuity, and,
passing over the prehmunary explanation between Feather-
top and the merchant, gocs m quest of the petty Polly
Gookin  She was a damsel, of a soft, 10und figure, with
light hair and blue eyes, and a fan, rosy face which
seemed neither very shiewd nor very simple  This young
lady had caught a ghmpse of the ghstening stianger
while standing at the thieshold, and bad forthwith put
on a laced cap, a sting of beads, her finest keichief, and
her stiffest damask petticoat, in preparation for the -
terview  Huriymg fiom her chamber to the pailour, she
had ever since been viewmg herself in the large looking
glass and practising pretty awrs—now a smile, now a cere-
monmous dignity of aspect, and now a softer smule than
the former, kissing her hand lhikewise, tossing her head,
and managmg her fan, while within the mirzor an un-
substantial little maid 1epeated every gesture and did
all the foolish things that Polly did, but without making
her ashamed of them  In short, 1t wasthe fault of pretty
Polly’s ability 1ather than her will if she failed to be as
complete an artifice as the illustrious Feathertop him-
gelf , and, when she thus tampeied with her own sim-
plicity, the witch’s phantom might well hope to win her.

No sooner did Polly hear her father’s gouty footsteps
approaching the parlour door, accompanied with the stiff
clatter of Feathertop’s high-heeled shoes, than she seated
heiself bolt upright and mnocently began warbling a song

“Polly ! ddughter Polly !” cired the old merchant
“Come hther, eild ”

Master Gookmn’s aspect, as he opened the door, was
doubtful and troubled.

“This gentleman,” continued he, presenting the
stranger, ‘18 the Chevaher Featheirtop-—nay, I beg his
pardon, my Lord Featheitop—who hath brought me a
token of remembiance fiom an ancient friend of mine.
Pay your duty to his lordship, child, and honour him as
his quality deserves ”



FRATHALETOP A MORALIZED LLGEXND 211

After these few words of introduction the worsimpful
magistiate immediately quitted the room. But, even 1
that buel moment, had the fair Polly glanced aside at
het father mstead of devoting herself wholly to the bril-
hant guest, she might have taken wainmg of some migs-
chief mgh at hand.  The old man was neivouns, fidgety,
and very pale  Thwiposing asmule of cowrfesy, he had
deformed Ins face with a soit of galvame win, which,
when Teathertop’s back was tuined, he exclhianged for a
rcond, ab the same time shaking his fist and stamping lus
gouty foot—an mervility which brought its retrmbution
alone with 1t The tath appems to have been, that
Mother Jugoy's word of intioduction, whatever 1t might
be, had opeiated far mote on the 1ich meirchant’s fears
than on lus good will.  Moreover, bemg a man of wonder-
fully neute observation, he had noticed that the painted
fizures on the bowl of Featheirtop’s pipe were 1 motion
Looking more closely, lie became cenvinced that these
figures were a party of httle demons, each dnly provided
with hoing and o tal; and danemg hand i hand, with
aostuies of diabolieal metniment, 1ound the cuncumfercuce
of the pipe ol As 1f to confitm his suspicions, while
Master Goohin ushered us guest along o dusky passage
fiom Ins private room o the parlour, the stax on Feather-
top’ breast had semtillated sctual flames, and thiew a
fickeymg gleam upon the wall, the cething, and the floor,

With such «mister prognostics manifesung themselves
on all hands; 1t 15 not to be maivelled ut that the merchant
shonld have folt that he vas comnutting lus danghter to
a very questronable acquaidaner. Ife cursed. m his
seeret soul, the msimmbting clegance of Teuhortop’s
manners, as this hrilhont peisouage bowed, smuled, put his
hand on Ins heart inbaled a long wniffiom his pipe, and
cm.ched the atmosphere with the smoky vapour of a
framant and viable =igh  Gladly would poor Master
Gookm have thrast i dunacrous guest into the stieet ;
but thete was a constraint avd tertor within nm.  This
respectable old gentleman, we fear, at an carher period of
hfe. had given some pledge or other to the esil prinaiple,

and perhaps was now to redeem it by the saenfice of s
daughter
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1t so happened that the parlour door was paitly of
glass, shaded by a silken curtam, the folds of which hung
a little awry So strong was the meichant’s nterest m
witnessing what was to ensue between the fair Polly and
the gallant Featheirtop, that after quitting the room he
could by no means 1efiamn fiom peeping through the
crevice of the curtam, )

But theie was nothing very muaculous to be seen,
nothimg—except the tiifles previously noticed—to confiim
the 1dea of a supernatuial peusl enviroming the pretty
Polly The stranger, 1t 18 tane, was evidently a thorough
and mactised mai of the woild, systematic and self-
possessed, and theiefore the sort of a person to whom a
patent ought not to confide a simple, young gnl without
due watchfulness for the 1esult  The worthy magistrate,
who had been conveisant with all degrees and qualitigs~—
of mankind, could not but peiceive every motion and
gesture of the distinguished Feathertop camen 1ts proper
place , nothmg had been left rude or native m him, a
well-digested conventionalism had mcoiporated atself
thoroughly with his substance and tiansformed him mto
awok of aat Perhaps it was this peculianity that m-
vested him with a specious of ghastliness and awe It 18
the effect of anything completely and consummately
artificial, mm human shape, that the peison impresses us
ag an umeality and as having hadly pith enough to
cast a shadow upon the floor - As 1egmrded Feathertop,
all this resulted na wild, extiavagant, and fantastical
1mpression, as 1f his hife and being were akin to the smoke
that cuiled upward from his pipe i

But pretty Polly Gookm felt not thus. The pair were
now promenadmg the 1oom , Feathertop with s damty
stiide and no less damnty gumace, the gnl with a native
maidenly girace, just touched, not spoiled, by a shightly
affected manner, which scemed caught from the perfect
artifice of her compamon  The longer the mterview con-
tmued, the more chaimed was pretty Polly. until within
the fizst quaiter of an hour (as the old magistiate noted
by his watch) she was evidently beginming to be m love
Nor need 1t have been witcheraft that subdued her in
such a hwiry, the poor child’s heart, 1t may be, was so
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very fervent that 1t melted her with its own waimth as
reflected fiom the hollow semblance of a lover. No
matter what Feathertop said, his words found depth and
reverberation n her ear, no matter what he did, his
action was heroic to her eye. And by this time 1t 18 to
be supposed theie was a blush on Polly’s cheek; a tender
smile about her mouth, and a hquid softness m hei
glance , while the star kept coruscating on Feathertop’s
breast, and the hittle demons careered with more fiantic
meniment than ever about the ecircumference of his pipe
bowl O pretty Polly Gookin, why should these imps
1egoice so madly that a silly maiden’s hemt -was about to
be given to o shadow? Is 1t so unusual a musfortune, so
1are & triumph ? ’

By-and-by Feathertop paused, and, throwing himself
wto an imposing attitude, seemed to summon the fan girl
to survey his figure and 1esist hum longer if she could
His star, lus embroidery, his buckles glowed at that m-
stant with unutterable splendour , the picturesque hues of
his attne took a 1icher depth of colouiing, there was a
gleam and polish over his whole presence betokening the
perfect witchery -of well-ordered manners The maiden
raised her eyes and suffered them to lmger upon her com-
panion with a bashful and admirmg gaze Then, as if
desuous of yjudging what value her own simple comeli-
ness might have side by side with so much builliancy, she
cast a glance towaids the full-length leoking-glass m fiont
of which they happened to be standmmg 1t was one of
the truest plates m the woild, and mecapable of flattery
No sooner did the 1mages theremn 1eflected meet Polly’s
cye than she shileked, shrank fiom the stianger’s side,
gazed” at hin for & moment m the wildest dismay, and
sank nsensmible upon the floor  Teatheitop lLikewise had
looked towaids the murror, and theie beheld, not the
ghttering mockery of his outside show, but a picture of
the sordid patchwork of his 1cal composition, stupped of
all witchcraft

The wietched simulacrum | YWe almost pity him  He
thiew up Ius arms with an expression of despan that went
further than any of hus previous mamfestations towards -
vindicating his clauns to be reckoned human, for, per-
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chance, the only time smce this so often empty and
deceptive hie of mortals bezan its course, an illusion had
seen and fully 1ecognized itself

Mother Righy was seated by her kitchen hearth in the
twilight of tlus eventful day, and had just shaken the
ashes out of a new pipe, when she heard a hurned tramp
along the 10ad.  Yet 1t did not secmn so much the tramp
of human footsteps as the clatter of sticks or the 1atthng
of di1y bones.

“Ha'!” thought the old witeh, “what step is tius?
Whose skeleton 15 out of 1ts grave now, I wonder ?”

A figure burst headlong mto the cottage door. It was
Feathertop! His pipe was still alight; the star still
flamed upon his bizast , the embioidery still glowed upon
his gmuments, nor had he lost, m any degree or manner
that could be estumated, the aspect that assiulated him
with our mortal hotherhood, But yet, m some indescub-
able way (asis the case with all that has deluded us when
once fouud out), the poor 1eality was felt beneath the
cunning aitifice

“What has gone wiong 1” demanded the witch. “Did
yonder smfiling hypociuite thrust my dailing from Ius
door 1 The villun ¢ Pl set twenty fiends fo torment him
till he offer thee us daughter on Ins bended knees !'”

¢ No, mother,” said Feathertop despondmgly, © it was
not that ”

“Did the gul scoin my precious one ” asked Mother
Rigby, her fierce eyes glowing hike two coals of Tophet.
“T1l cover her face with pimples! Her nose shall be as
red as the coal m thy pipe! Her front teeth shall drop
out! In a week hence she shall not be worth thy having 17

“Let her alone, mother,” answered poor Feathertop ;
“the gnl was half won, and methmks a kiss from her
sweet lips might have made me altogether human  But,”
he added, after a biief pause and then a howl of self-con-
termpt, “I've scen myself. mother! T've seen myself for
the wietched, 1agged, empty thing I am! Il eust no
longer!”

Snatching the pipe fiom lus mouth, he flung 1t with all
his might agamst the climney, and at the same nstant
sank upon the floo, a medley of stiaw and tattered gar-
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ments, with some sticks protiudmg fiom the heap, and a
shiivelled pumpkin in the midst  The eyeholes were now
lustreless , but the 1undely-carved gap, that just befoie
had been a mouth, still seemed to twist itself mto a
despairing grin, and was so far human

“Poor follow ! ” quoth Mother Rigby, with a rueful
glance at the 1elics of her ill-fated contiivance “My
poor, dear, pretty Feathertop ! There are thousands upon
thousands of coxcombs and chailatang m the world, made
up of just such a jumble of worn-out, forgotten, and good-
for-nothing tiash as he was! Yet they live in fair 1epute,
and never see themselves for what they are And why
should my poor puppet be the only one to know himself
and pewish for 1t %” .

While thus muttering, the witch had filled a fresh pipe
of tobacco, and the stem between her fingers, as doubtful
whether to thiust 1t imnto her own mouth or Feathertop's

“Poor Feathertop!” she contmued. 1T could easily
gwve him another chance and send him forth agan to-
morow., But no; his feelings are too tender, his sen-
sibilities too deep He seems to have too much heart to
bustle for his own advantage mn such an empty and heait-
less world. Well! well! TIl make a scatectow of him
after all 'Tis an mnocent and a useful voeation, and will
suit my dailing well , and, if each of lus human hethren
had as fit a one, "twould be the better for mankind , and
as for this pipe of tobacco, I need 1t moie than he ”

So saymg, Mother Rigby put the stem between her
Iips  “Dickon!” cried she, 1 her high, sharp tone, “an-
other coal for my pipe | ”
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W=t who are born into the woild’s artificial system can
never adequately know how little in our present state and
circumstances 1s natural, and how much s meiely the
mterpolation of the peiverted mind and heait of man

Art has become a seccond and stronger nature, she 15 a
stepmother, whose crafty fenderncss has taught us to
despise the bountiful and wholesome ministiations of om
truc pament. It 1s only thiough the medium of the
imagination that we can lessen those iron fetters, which
we call fruth and 1eality, and moke ourselves even parfr-
ally seusible what prisoneis we are  For imnstance, let us
conceive good IFather Miller’s mterpietation of the pro-
phecies to have proved tiue  The Day of Doom has buist
upon the globe and swept away the whole race of men

From cities and fields, seashore and midland mountain
region, vast continents, and even the 1emotest 1slands of
the ocean, each living thing 1s gone No breath of a
created being disturbs this earthly atmosphere. DBut the
abodes of man, and all that he has accomphished, the foot~
punts of his wandermgs; and the 1esults of his toi, the
visible symbols of his mtellectual cultivation and moial
progress—in shoit, everything physical that can gine evi-
dence of hus present position—shall remamn untouched by
the hand of destiny  Then, to inheut and 1epeople this
waste and deserted earth, we will suppose a new Adam
and a new Iive to have been created, mn the full develop-
ment of mind and heart, but with no knowledge of thewr
predecessors, nor of the disensed encumstances that had
become enciusted around them  Such a par would at
once distinguish between art and natwie. Then mstinets
and mbuitions would immediately 1ecogmise the wisdom
and simphicity of the latter; while the former, with its
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elaborate perversities, would offer them a continual suc-
cession of puzzles

Let us attempt, in a mood half spottive and half
thoughtful, to track these imagmaiy heus of our mortality
through thew fust day's expertence. No longer ago than
yesterday the flame of human life was extinguished , theie
has been a bieathless mght , and now another moin ap-
proaches, cxpecting to find the earth no less desolate than
at eventide,

Tt 1s dawn, The eagt puts on its immemonal blush,
althbugh no human eye 1s gazng at it ;. for all the pheno-
mena of the natural woild 1enew themselves, m spite of
the solitude that now broods atound the globe  There 18
still beauty of earth, sea, and sky, for beauty’s sake  But
soon there are to be spectators  Just when the earliest
sunshme gilds eaith’s mountam tops, two bheings have
come mto life, not m such an Eden as bloomed to wel-
come om first patents, but in the heatt of & modein city.
They find thewmselves m existence, and gazing into one
another’s eyes  Therr emotion 18 not astomshment, no
do they perplex themselves with efforts to discover what,
and whence, and why they me  Each 15 satisfied to be,
heeause the other ewsts hkewise ; and then fust con-
sciousness 15 of calm and mutunl enjoyment, which seems
not to have been the birth of that very moment, but
prolonged fiom a past etermity. Thus content with an
mner sphere which they mhabit together, 1t 1s not 1m-
mediately that the ontward woild ean obtrude 1tself upon
thow notace.

Soon, however, they feel the mvimeible necessity of
this etnly life, and begm to make acquamniance with
ihe objects and cncumstances that smround them
Perhaps no other stride go vast 1emams to be taken as
when they first turn fiom the 1cality of theit mutual glance
to the dreams and shadows that perplex them everywhere
else

“ Swectest Live, where are we?” exclaims the new Adam;
for speech, v1 some equivalent mode of eapiession, 18 boin
with them, and comes just as natwal as breath ¢ Me-
thinks 1 do not 1ecognise this place ”
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“Nor I, dear Adam,” replies the new Eve, * And
what a strauge place, too ! Let me come closer to thy
side and hLehold thee only, for all other sights trouble and
perplex my spiif.”

“Nay, Iive,” rephes Adam, who appears to have the
sttonger tendency towmids the materal wald; “it
were well that we gain some msight mto these matters.
We are m an odd situation heie. TLet us look abont us.”

Assuredly, there are sights enough to thiow the new
inhcuitors of emth mmto a state of hopeless perplenity.
The long hmes of edifices, their windows ghttermg in the
yellow sumise, and the nurrow street between, with its
harren pavement, fracked and battered by wheels that
have now rattled into an irrevocable past! The signs,
with thewr unmntelligible hieroglyphics I The squareness
and ughness, and 1egular or iwregular deformity of every-
thing that meets the eye! The marks of wear and tear,
and umenewed decay, which distinguish the works of man
from the growth of nature! What is there m all this
capable of the slightest sigmficance to minds that know
nothing of the artificial system which 1s imphed i every
lamp-post aud each hiick of the houses? Moreover, the
utter lonehmess and silence, in a scene that origmally grew
out of noise and bustle, must needs mmpres> a fechng of
desolation even npon Adam and Eve, unsuspicious as they
are of the recent extinetion of human existence. Inaforest,
solitude would be hife, m a aity, 1t 15 death

The new Eve looks round with a sensation of doubt and
distrust, such as a eity dame, the daughter of numberless
generations of citizens, might experience if suddenly
transpoited to the garden of Eden At length, her down-
cast eye discovers a small tuft of giass just begwning to
sprout among the stones of the pavement, she eagerly
grasps it, and is sensible that this hLittle herb awakens
some response within bher heart XNature finds nothing
else to offer her  Adam, after staring up and down the
street without detecting a single object that s compre-
hension can lay hold of, finally turns his forehead to the
sky. There, mdeed, 13 something which the soul within
him recogmases.
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“Look up yonder, mine own Iive,” he cries; “surcly
we ought to dwell among those gold-tinged clouds or
m the blue depths beyond them. I know not how nor
when, but evidently we have stiayed away from our
home ; for I see nothing hereabouts that scems to belong
to us.”

“Can we not ascend thither,” mquites Eve

“IWhy not?” answers Adam, hopefully. “Buf no;
somecthig drags us down m spite of our best efforts
Perchance woe may find a path hereafter.”

In the energy of new hifo, 1t appears no such impracti-
cable feat to climb mto the sky. DBut they have already
1ccerved a woful lesson, which may finally go far towards
reducmg them to the level of the depaited 1ace when they
acknowledee the necessity of keeping the beaten fiack of
earth They now set forth on a 1amble thiough the city
n the hope of making thew eseape fiom this uncongemal
sphete  Already, in the fresh elastieity of themr spuits,
they bave found the idea of wearmess, We will watch
them as they enter some of the shops and public or p1ivate
edifices, for every door, whether of alderman or beggai,
chuich o1 hall of state, has been flung wide open by the
same ageuey that swept away the mmates.

It s0 happens—and not wnluckily for an Adam and
Eve who are still 1n the costume that might better have
befitted Eden—i1t so happens that thew first vimit 15 to a
fashionable diy goods store. No courteous and importu-
nate attendants hasten to receive then ordeirs; nothrong
of Jadies me tossmg over the nich Pausan fabries -All 18
deserted , trade 1 at a stand-still, and not even an echo
of the national watehword, © Go ahead ' disturbs the quiet
of the new cusiomers But specimens of the latest
earthly fashions, silks of every shade, and whatever is
most delicate or splendid for the decorition of the human
form, he scattered around, profusely as bright autumnal
Ievves moa forest  AdamiJooks at a few of the articles,
but throws them carclessly aside with whatever exclama-
tion may cortespond to < Prch 1”7 o1 “ Pshaw | ¥ 1 the new
vocabulnuy of natme  Iixe, however—he it said without
offence to her native medesty —exammis these treasuies
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Speaker’s chan, unconseious of the moral which he thus
exemplifiecs  Man's mtellect, moderated by woman’s
tenderness and moral sense ! Were such the legislation
of the woild there would be no need of State Houses,
Capitols, Halls of Parhament, nor even of those little
assemblages of patiiarchs beneath the shadowy tices, by
whom ficedom was first mteipreted to mankind on our
native shores

Whither go they next? A perverse destiny seems to
perplex them with one after another of the niddles which
mankind put forth to the wandeimg umveise, and left
unsolved 1n then own destiuction  They enter an edifice
of stern gicy stone standing msulated 1 the mdst of
othets, and gloomy even m the sunshine, which 1t barely
suffers to penetiate thiough 1ts non-grated windows 1t
18 a puson, The juler has left his post at the summons
of a stronge authority than the sheufi’s DBut the
prisoners ? Did the messenger of fate, when he shook
open all the doois, 1espect the magistrate’s wanant and
the judge’s sentence, and leave the mmates of the
dungeons to ke delivered by due comse of carthly law ?
No, a new tual has been granted m a lhigher court,
which may sot judge, jury, and prisoner at its bar all ma
10w, and pethaps find one no less gulty than another
The jml, like the whole eaith, 15 now a sohitude, and has
thereby lost somethmg of 1ts dismal gloom  Butheieare
the narrow cells, ike tombs, only dieanier and deadhen,
because 1 these the 1mmoital spiit was buried with the
body Inscuptions appear on the walls, scuibbled with a
pencil o1 sciatched with a rusty nail, buef woids of
rgony, perbaps, o1 guilt’s desperate defiance to the world,
o1 merely a 1ecord of a date by which the wiiter strove to
keep up with the march of ife  There 1s not a living eye
that could now decipher these memorials

Nor 1s 1t while so fiesh fiom their Creator’s hand that
the new denizens of em1th—no, nor their descendants for
a thousand yemis—ocould discover that this edifice was
an hospital for the duest disease which could affict their
predecessors  Its patients boie the outward marks of
that leprosy with which all were moie or less infected.
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They were sick—and so weie the pmest of then brethren
—with the plague of sin A deadly sickness, indeed !
Feeling 1ts symptoms withm the breast, men concealed 1t
with fear and shame, and were only the mote ciruel to
those unfoitunates whose pestiferous soites were flagrant
to the common eye  Nothing save a rich garment could
ever ide the plague spot  In the comse of the world’s
lifetime, every remedy was tied for its cuie and extnpa-
tion, except the single one, the flower that giew mn Heaven
and was soveraign for all the misertes of emth Han
never had attempted to cure sm by Love! Had he but
once made the effort, 1t might well have happened that
thete would have been no more need of the dark larar
house mto which Adam and Eve have wandered, Hasten
forth with your native mnocence, lest the damps of these
still couseious walls mfeet you likewise, and thus another
fallen 1ace be propagated !

Passing fiom the mterior of the prison nts the space
within 1ts outward wall, Adam pauses beneath astructure
of the simplest contrivance, yet altogether unaccountable
to him It consists merely of two upright posts. support-
mg a tianverse beam, fiom whieh dangles a cord

“Tive, ive ' ” crics Adamy shuddering with a nameless
hotror. ¢ What ean this thing be?”

“I know not,” answeis. Ive, *“hut, Adam, my heart
18 sick!  There seems to be no mote sky-—no more sun-
ghme ! ”

Well mght Adam shudder and poor Eve be sick ‘at
heait ; for this mysterious objeet was the type of man-
kind’s whole system m 1egud to the geat diffieulties
which God had given to be solved—a system of fear and
vengeance, never successful, yet followed to the last
Ilerc; on the moining when the final summons came, a
cunmmal—one ciiminal, wheie none were guiltless—had.
died upoen the gallons  Had the world heard the footfall
of 1ts own approachmg doom, it would have been no
mappropuate act thus to close the 1ecord of its deeds by
one so charactensstic

The two pilgums now huwrry fiom the puson  Had
they known how the former mhabitants of earth were shut
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up m artifical error and cramped and chained by their
perversions, they mught have compnied the whole moial
would to a prison house, and have deersed the removal of
the 1ace a geneial Jul delivery. )

They newt enter, unanuounced, but they might have
1ung at the door in yain, a private wanswon, one of the
statchest m Deacon Sticet A wild and plamtive <tirain
of music 15 quivering thiough the houce, now rising likea
solemn organ peal, and now dying 1mto the fantest
murinur, as 1f some spiut that had felt an interest m the
departed faimly were bemoaning itself in the solitude of
hall and e¢hamber  Peibaps a vinzn, the purest of mortal
1ace, has been left behind to perform a iequem for the
whole kindied of humanity. Not so. These are the
tones of an Bolian hatp, through wlich Nature pours the
harmony that lics concealed 1 her every bieath, whethber
of summer Lieeze or tempest  Adam and Eve nie lost in
1apture, unmmgled with surprise  The passing wind, -
that stnred the harp strings, has been hushed, before
they can think of examming the splendid furniture, the
gorgeous carpets, and the architecture of the 100ms.
These things amuse their nnpractised eyes, but appeal to
nothing within then heatts  I'ven the pictuies upon the
walls scarcely exaite a deeper interest , for there 1s some- |

- thing 1adically artifical and deceptive in pamnting with
which miuds 1n the primal simplicity cannot sympathize.
The unbidden guests examine a 10w of family portrats,
but a1e too dull to 1ecogmse them as men and women,
beneath the disgwise of a pieposterous garb, and with
featuics and espression debased, because mberited throngh
ages of moral and physical decay.

llzlee Chance, however, prescnts them with pictures of human

t‘hml;").uty, fresh fiom the hand of Nature. As they enter a
Tmw:mﬁccnt; apaitment, they we astomshed, but not

the rhted, to perceive two figures advancing to meet them.
DCW .ot awful to mmagine that any life, save their own,

2 thousar, sryain 1 the wide wotld?

an hospital s vhio 19 oxelaums Adam  « My beautiful Eve,

predecessors -

that 1o * two places at once 1”7 .
AL JeProsy Yoy, Adam!” answers Eve, doubtful, yet

!
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delighted. “ Suielv that noble and lovely form 13 yows.
Yet here you are by my side I am content with one—
methinks thete should not bé two.”

This mnacle 18 wiought by a tall looking-glass, the
mystery of which they soon fathom, because Nature
creates a mmnior for the human face in every pool of
water, and for her own great features i waveless lakes
Pleased and satisfied with gazing at themselves, they now
discover the marble statue of a child i a corner of the
room, so exquisitely 1dealized that 1t 1s almost worthy to
be the prophetic likeness of then fist-boin  Sculpture,
m 1ts lughest excellence, 13 more genume than pamnting,
and might seem to be evolved from a patwmal germ, by
the same law as a leaf or flower  The statue of the child
impiesses the solitary pair as if 1t were a companion , 1t
Iikewise hints at seciets both of the past and future

My husband !” whispers Eve

“What would you say, dearest Eve 1” imquunes Adam,

“7 wonder if we aie alone n the woild,” she continues,
with a sense of somethmg like fear at the thought of
other mbabitants  “This lovely Iittle form! Did 1t
ever breathe? O1 1s it only the shadow of something
1eal, Iike our prctures in the mirror?”

“It 18 strange !” rephes Adam, pressing his hand to
bis brow. “There a1e mysteries all around us  An idea
flits continually before me—mwould that I could seize 1t !
Tive, Eve, ate we treading 1n the footsteps of beings that
boie a Itkeness to owsclves? If so, whither are they
gone “—and why 18 then world so unfit for our dwelling-
place 1” -

“Our gmeat Father only knows,” answers Eve. “But
something tells me- that we shall not always be alone.
And how sweet 1f other beings wete to visit us m the
shape of this fair image 1” ~

Then they wander thiough the house, and everywhere
- find tokens of human Lfe, which now, with the idea 1e-
cently suggested, excite a deeper cuitosity mn then bosoms
Woman has here left tiaces of her delicacy and 1efine-
ment, and of her gentle laboms Eve 1ansacks a work
basket and mstmetively thrasts the rosy tip of her finger

b
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mlo a thimble  She {alrs up a piece of embroidery
glowmg with minne finvers, m one of vhich a for dameel
of the deputed yaee has Jefy hier needle, Ty that the
Duy of Dovm should have antieipsted the completron of
stich o useful task! Die fecls alnost eonserns of the
shall to finish it. A pinuoforte has been left open,  She
flinga her hand carclessly over the Loy, and strihes out
a sudden melody, no le s natmal thn the strams of the
Aiohinn haap, but josons with the danes of her yet un-
burdened lite Passtag thiongh a duk entry, they find
a bioom behind the dvor; and Eve, who coympiises the
whole natwie of womanhosd, has o dim wder that it s an
mstrument pmoper fin het lnd  In another apartment
they beheld o ecanopied bel, aud all the npphanees of
Iusunous 1epose. A heap of forest leaves would be more
to the puipose, They enter the nui-ery, and are per-
plexed with the sight of Iittle gowns and eaps, {iny shoes,
and a cradle amid the diapery of which 15 still to be
<cen the smpress of a baby’s foun,  Adam slightly notices
these tufles ; but Bve becomes mvolved 1 a fit of mute
reflection fiom which it 1s hardly possible to 1ouse her,
By o most unlucky snangement there was to have
been o grand dinner puty i tins mansion on the very
day when the whole human fannly, nicluding the mvited
guests, were summoned to the unknown 1egons of ilhimit-
able space. At the moment of fate, the table was actually
spread, and the company on the pomt of sitting down
Adam and Bie come unbidden to the banquet, 1t has
now been some time cold, but otherwise furmshes them
with Inghly favourable specimens of the gistronomy of
then predecessms  But it 16 diffienlt to imngine the per-
plesity of the wuperverted couple, m endeavouning to find
poper food for thewr first meal, at a table where the
cultivated appetites of a fashionable party were to have
been gratified  Will Natuie teach them the mystery of
a plate of turtle soup? Will she embolden them to
attack a haunch of vemison 1 Will she mtiate them 1nto
the merits of a Pausian pasty, noported by the last
steamer that ever crossed the Atlantic? Will she not,
1ather, nd them tumn with disgust fiom fish, fow), and



THE NEW ADAM AXND EVI pairy
flesh, which, to their pure nostrls, steam wiih a loath-
some odour of death and corruptron’—Food§ The bill
of fare eontarns nothing which they recognize as such

Fortunately however, the dessert 1> ready npon a
neightouing table Adam, whose appstite and animal
mstinets are ~weker than those of Eve, discovers this
fittimg banquet,

« Here, dearest Eve ” he exclaims. “ here 15 food ”

©Well,” answered she, with the germ of a housewife
stitimg within her, % we have been so busy to-day, that a
picked-up dinner must serve ”

So Eve comes to the table and receives a 1ed-checked
apple fiom her husband’s hand 1n requital of her prede.
cessor’s fatal gift to our common grandfather. She eats
1t without sm, and, let us hope, with no disastious con-
sequences to her future progeny. They make a plentiful,
yet temperate, meal of fimt, which, though not gathered
m paradise, 15 legitimately derived from the seeds that
weie planted there. Then puimal appetite 15 satisficd,

“What shall we drink, Eve?” mnquies Adam

Eve peepes among some hottles and decanters, which,
a8 they contam fluids, she naturally concerves must be
proper to quench thurst, Buot never before did claret,
hock, and madeira, of 11ch and 1are perfume, excite such
disgust as now

“Pah 1” the exclains, after smelling at various wines
“What stuff' is heie? The beings who have gone before
us could not have possessed the same nature that we do;
for neither then hunger not thust'were like our own ”

“Piay hand me yonder bottle,” sys Adam  “If st be
drmkable by any manner of mortal, I must moisten my
thioat with it ”

After some 1emonstiances, she takes up a champagne
bottle, but 1s frightencd by the sudden explosion of the
cork, and diops 1t upon the floor. There the untasted
higuor effervesces, Had they quaffed 1t they would have
experienced that buef delirium wheieby, whether excited
by moral or physical causes, man sought to recompense
himself for the calm, hifelong joys whieh he had lo-t by
his revolt fiom Nature At Iength, m a refrigeiator,
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fastens s own mantle with a magnificent dinmond
brooch. Ive thanks hun, and views herself with dehight
m tho neavest looking-gluse  Shortly aftervard, obeerv-
g o bouquet of 10ses and other biithant flowets m a
vase of water, she flings avay the inestimalile pearls,
and adorns herself with theee Jovelier gews of nature.
They chaim her with sentunent as well as beauty.

“Swmely they are hiving beings,” she 1emarks to Adam

“T1 think s0,” replics Adan, ¥ and they reem to be as
litilo at home m the world s ourselves ”

We 1nust not attempt to follow every footstep of these
mvestizators whom then Creator hay comnussioned fo
pass uncouscrous judgment upon the works and ways of
the vamshed 1ace. By this time, being endowed with
quick and accurate perceptions, they begin to understand
the pmpose of the many things mound them. They
conjectmre, for mstance, that the edifices of the city were
ereeted, not by the immediate hand that made the would,
but by bemgs somew hat similna to themselyes, for shelter
and convenience  But how will they esplam the magm-
ficence of one habitation as compared with the squahd
misery of another 7 Thiough what medium can the 1dea
of servitude enter thewr mmds?  When will they compre-
hend the gieat and miserable fact—the evidences of
which appeal to their senses everywheie—that one por-
tion of emth’s Jost mhabitants was rolhing i Iuxury winle
the multitude was tothng for scanty food? A wictched
change, mdeod, must be wronght in then own hearts cte
they ean concerve the prumal decieo of Love to have been
so completely abrogated, that a brother should ever want
what his brother had, When their mntelligence shall
have 1eached so far, Baith’s new progeny will have hittle
reason to exult over her old rejected one )

Then wanderings have now brought them mto the
submbs of the city. They stand on a giassy brow of a
hill at the foot of a pramte obehsk which pomts its gieat
{inger upwards, as 1f the human famuly had agieed, by a
visible symbol of age-long endurance, to offer some high
sacufice of thanksgiving or supphication The solemn
height of the monument, 1ts deop simpheity, and the
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absence of any vulgar and practieal use, all stiengthen
its effect upon Adam and Eve, and leave them to inter-
pret 1t by a pwmer sentiment than the bmlders thought of
expressing.

“Iive, 1t 18 a visible prayer,” observed Adam.

“And we will piay too,” she replies.

Let us parden these poor childien of neither father no
mother for so absurdly mustaking the purpoit of the
memorial which man founded and woman fimshed on far-
famed Bunker Hill The 1dea of war 1s not native to
their souls  Nor have they sympathies for the brave de-
fenders of liberty, since oppression 18 one of thewr uncon-
jectured mysteries  Could they guess that the gieen
sward on which they stand so peacefully was once strewn
with human corpses and purple with their blood, 1t would
equally amaze them that one geneiation of men should
perpetrate such cainage, and that a subsequent genera-
tion shounld tiiumphantly commemozrate 1t.

With a sense of dehght they now stroll acioss gieen
fields and along the maigm of a quet river Not to
track them too closely, we next find the wanderers enter-
mg a Gothie edifice of grey stone, where the by-gone
world has left whatever 1t deemed worthy of 1ccord 1
the 11ch hibrary of Haivard University

No student ever yet enjoyed such solitude and silence
as now bioods withmn its deep alcoves Iattle do the
present visitors understand what opportunities are thiown
away upon them. Yet Adam looks anxiously at the long
rows of volumes, those storied heights of human lore, as-
cending onc above another fiom floor to ceiling. He
takes up a bulky folio It opens in Ing hands as if spon-
tancously to impart the spuit of its author to the yet un-
worn and untamnted mtellect of the fiesh-created mortal.
Ile stands poung over the 1egular columns of mystic
chmacters, seemmgly m studious mood, for the unm-
telhigible thought upon the page has a mysterious 1e-
Intion to his mind, and makes itself felt as if 1t were a
burden flung upon lum. e is even paunfully perplexed,
and grasps vamly at he knows not what = 0, Adam.
1t 15 too soon, too soon by at least five thousand years, to
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put on spectacles and bury yowsclf m the alcoves of a
Itbrary |

“What can tlus be 17 he muimus at last ¢ Bve, me- -
thinks nothimg is so desnable as to find out the mystery
of thig big and heavy olject with ity thousand thm
divisions, See ! it stares me 1n the face .as if it wele
about to speal ' ”

Iive, by a feminme 1stinet, is dippmng into a volume
of fashionable poetry, the production certainly the most
fortunate of cairthly baids, since his lay continues
vogue when all the gicat masters of the Iyre have passed
mto obhvion. But let not his ghost be too exultant!
The wo1ld’s one lady tosses the book upon the floor and
Jaughs merrily at her husband’s abstiacted mien,

My dear Adam,” cries she, “you look pensive and
dismal. Do flmg down that stupid thing , for even if 1t
should speak’1t would not be worth attending to. Letus
talk with one another, and with the sky, and the gieen
earth, and its trees and floweis. They will teach us
better knowledge than we can find here”

“Well, Eve, pethaps you are right,” 1ephes Adam,
with o soit of sigh  “Still T cannot help thinking that
the mterpretation of the 11ddles amid wlich we have been
waundermg all day long mmght heire be discovered ”

Tt may be better not to seck the interpretation,” pei-
sists Jive. “TFor my part, the air of this place does not
sutt me  If you love me, come away ! ”

- She pievails, and rescues him fiom the mysterious
perils of the iiary. Tappy mfluence of woman! Had
he lingered there long enough to obtam a clue to-its
treasures,—as was not impossible, lus mtellect bemng of
human stiucture, indeed, but with an untiansmitted
vigour and acuteness,—had he then and theie become a
student, the annahst of our poor world would scon have
recorded the downfall of a second Adam. The fatal
apple of another Tiee of Knowledge would have been
eaten, All the peivetsions, and soplistiies, and false wis-
dom 5o aptly mimicking the tiue—all the natiow tiuth,"
80 partial that 1t becomes moie deceptive than falsehood,
—all the wrong prmeciples and woise practice, the per-
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nicrous examples and mistaken 1ules of life—all the
specious theoties which twin carth mto cloudland and
men mto shadows—all the sad experience which 1t took
manlkind so many ages to accumulate, and from which
they never diew a moral for then futme gmdance,—the
whole heap of this disastious lore would have tumbled at
once upon Adam’s head There would have been nothing
left for lim but to take up the alieady abortive experi-
ment of hife wheie we bad diopped 1t, and toil onward
with 1t a little further.

But, blessed mn lus 1gnorance, he may still enjoy a new
wotld 1n our worn-out one. Should he fall shoit of good,
even as fu as we did, he las at least the fieedom—no
worthless one—to make errors for himdelf, And his
hteratuie, when the progiess of centuites shall create 1t,
will be no mtermmably icpeated echo of our own poetry
and reproduction of the images that weire moulded by
owr gieat fathers of song and fiction, but a melody never
yet heard on emth, and intellectual forms unbieathed
upon by our conceptions  Therefore let the dust of ages
gather upon the volumes of the hbraiy, and in due season
the roof of the edifice crumble down upon the whole.
When the second Adam’s descendants shall have collected
as much 1ubbish of their own, 1t will be time enough to
dig nto owr rumms and compare the hteraiy advancement
of two mdependent races

But we aie Jooking forwaid too far It seems to be
the vice of those who have a long past behind them. We
will 1etwuin to the new Adam and Eve, who, having no
1eommiscences save dim and fleeting visions of a preexst-
ence, me content to live and be happy in the present

The day 1s near 1ts close when these pilgrims, who de-
uve their being fiom no dead progenitois, 1each the
cemetery of Mount Aubmin,  With hght hearts—for
earth and sky now gladden each other with beauty—they
tread along the winding paths, among mmble pillars,
mumie temples, wing, obehisks, and sa1cophagi, sometimes
pausimg to contemplate these fantasies ot human giowth,
and sometimes to admne the floweis wherewith Nature
converts decay to loveliness. Can death, m the mudst of

r
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his old trmumphs, make them senmble that they have
taken up the heavy burden of mortality which a whole
species had thiown down? Dust kindied to their own
has never lam m the grave. Will they then recognize,
and so soon, that Time and the elements have sn inde-
feasible claim upon thewr bodies? Not improbably they
may. There must have been shadows enough, even amid
the primal sunshine of their existence, to suggest the
thought of the soul’s mcongruity with its circumstances
They have alieady learned that something is to be
thrown aside. The 1dea of Death is in them, or not far
off. But, were they to choose a symbol for him, it
would be the butterfly soaing upward, or the bright
angel beckoning them aloft, or the child asleep, with soft
dreams visible through her transpaient purity.

Such a child, m whitest marble, they have found
among the monuments of Mount Auburn,

¢ Sweetest Eve,” observes Adam, while hand 1 hand
they contemplate this beautiful object, “yonder sun has
left us, and the whole world is fading from our sight.
Let us sleep as this lovely little figure is sleeping. Our
Father only knows whether what outward things we
have possessed to-day are to be snatched fiom us forever.
Put should our earthly life be leaving us with the de-
parting hight, we need not doubt that another morn will
find us somewhere beneath the smmle of God. 1T feel that
he has imparted the boon of existence never to be re-
samed ”

¢ And no matter where we exist,” replies Eve, ‘“for we
shall always be together.”



LEGOTISM,* OR, THE BOSOM SERPENT.
From the unpublished ‘¢ Allegories of the Heart,”

“ HrrL he comes!” shouted the boys along the street.
“ Hete comes the man with a snake m his bosom !'”

This outery, saluting Herkimer’s ears as he was about
to enter the non gate of the Elbston mansion, made him
pause It was not without a shudder that he found him-
self on the pomt of meeting his former acquamntance,
whom he had known in the glory of youth, and whom -
now, after an wterval of five yeas, he was to find the
vietim etther of a diseased fancy or a horuble physical
misfo fune, \

“ A snake 1 his bosom !” 1epeated the young sculptor
to limself It must be he, No second man on eaith
has such a bosom fiiend. And now, my poor Rosmna,
Heaven-grant me wisdom to discharge my errand arght!
Woman's faith must be stiong mmdeed since thine has not
yet failed.”

Thus musimng, he took his stand at tho entiance of the

“gate and vwaited until the personage so singularly
announced should mal.e his appearance  After an mstant
or tno he beheld the figure of alean man, of unwhole-
some look, with ghttering eyes and long black hair, who
seemed to imitate the motion of a snake, for, mnstead of

* wallung straight forward with open front, he undulated
along the pavement m a cmved line. It may be {oo
faneiful {o say that somethong, either in lus moial o
material aspect, suzgested the idea that a miracle had

* The physical fact, to which it is-here attempted to give a

moral signification, has been known to occur in more than one
mstance,
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been wiought by transforming o serpent nto a man, but
50 1mperfectly that the snaky natuie was yet hudden, and
scarcely hidden, nnder the mere outward guise of hamanity.
Herkimer 1emarked that his complesion had a greemsh
tinge over 1its sickly white, 1eminding lnm of a species of
maible out of which he had once wiought a head of Envy,
with ber snaky locks

The wietched bemng approached the.gate, but, mstead
of entering, stopped short and fixed the ghtter of Ins eye
full upon the compassionate yet steady countenance of
the sculptor

“It gnaws me'! It gnaws me!” he exclaimed.

And then theic was an audible hiss, but whether 1t
came from the appaient lunatic’s own lips, o1 was the
1eal hiss of a serpent, might admit of a discussion At
all events, 1t made Herkimer shudder to lus heait’s coie -

“Do you know me, George Herkimer!” asked the
snake-possessed

Herlamer did know him; but it demanded all the
intimate and practical-acquamtance with the human face,
acquined by modelling actual likenesses i clay, to 1ecog-
mze the featwes of Rodeirck Elliston m the wisage that
now mot the sculptor's gaze Yet it was he It added
nothing to the wonder to 1cflect that the once bulliant
young man had undeigone this odious and feaiful change
duing the no more than five buef yems of Terkimer's
abode at Florence The posstbility of such a tiansfoima-
tion bemng granted, at was as easy to conceive 1t effected
m a moment as m an age Inexpiessibly shocked and
startled, 1t was still the keenest pang when Herkumer 1e-
membered that the fate of his cousin Rosina, the ideal of
gentle womanhood, was ndissolubly mterwoven with that
of a bemg whom Providence scemed to have unhumemzed

“Elhston' Rodewgk !” cried he, I had heard o ths,
but my conception came, far shoit of the fiuth What
has befallen you ? - \Vhyazo I find you thus?” .

“Ob, 'tis 2 mete notlung! A snake! A spake! The
cominonest thing 1n the woild. A snake m the bosom—
that’s all,” answeied R {derick Elhston “But how 18
Yyour own bieast !” contl/nued he, lookmg the sculptor in
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the eye with the most acute and penetrating glaice that
1t had ever been his fortune to encounter “All pwe
and wholesome? No ieptile there? By my faith and
conscience, and by the devil within me, here 18 a wonder!
A man without a se1pent m his bosom !”

“Be calm; Elhston,” whispered George Herkimer,
laying hus hand upon the shoulder of the snake-possessed
“1 have ctossed the ocean to meet you Listen! Let
us be puvate I bring a message from Rosma—fiom
your wife | ”

“Jt gnaws me! It gnaws me !” muttered Roderick

With this exclamation, the most fiequent in his mouth,
the unfortunate man clutched both hands upon his breast,
as 1f an intolerable sting or torture impelled him to 1end
1t open and let out the iving mischief, even should 1t be
mtertwined with lus own hfe. He then fieed himself
fiom Heilumer’s giasp by a subtle motion, and, ghding
thiongh the gate, took 1efuge 1 his antiquated family
resilence  The sculptor did not pursne him  Me saw
that no available intercoutse could be expected at such a
- moment, and wag desnous, before another meeting, to
mquire closely mto the natuire of Roderick’s disease and
the ciicumstances that had reduced him to so lamentable
a condition He succeeded in obtammg the necessaiy
mformation fiom an emment medical gentleman

Shoitly after Elliston’s separation fiom his wmife—now
neaily four years ago—Ms associates had observed a
smgular gloom spreading over his daily hife, hike those
chill, grey mists that sometimes steal away the sunshine
from a summer’s mormmng  The symptoms caused them
endless perplexity They knew not whether 1ll health
wetie robbing his spiits of elastieity, or whether a canker
of the mmd was giadually eating, as such cankers do,
fiom lus moral system into the physieal fiame, wiich 1s
but the shadow of the former. They locked for the 100t
of this tiouble m his shattered schemes of domestic bliss
—wilfully shattered by himself—but could not be satisfied
of 1ts eustence theie Some thought that then once
bulhant filend was m an meipient stage of msamty, of
which his passionate impulses had .perhaps been the fore-
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runners ; others prognosticated a general blight and
gradual dechne. Tiom Roderick’s own hps they could
learn nothing. More than once, 1t 18 true, he had been
heard to say, clutching s hands convulsively upon his
bireast—<It gnaws me! It gnaws me ! "—but, by different
auditors, o great diversity of explanation was assigned to
this ominous expression  What could 1t be, that gnawed
the breast of Roderick Elliston? Was 1t sortow? Was
1t merely the tooth of physical disease? Or, m his reck-
less couise, often verging upon profigacy, if not plungmg
into 1ts depths, had he been gwlty of some deed which
made his bosom a prey to the deadlier fangs of remorse?
There was plausible ground for each of these conjectures,
but 1t must not be concealed that more than one elderly
gentleman, the victim of good cheer and slothful habits,
magisterially pronounced the seciet of the whole mattet
to be Dyspepsia !

Meanwhile, Roderick seemed aware how generally he
had become the subject of emiosity and conjectme, and,
with a moiid repugnance to such notice, or to any notice
whatever, estianged himself from all companionship Not
metely the eye of man wag a hotror to lnm ; not merely
the light of a fuiend’s countenance, but even the blessed
sunshine, likewise, which in its universal beneficence
tymfies the 1adiance of the Cieator’s face, expressing his
love for all the creatures of Ins hand. The dusky twilight
was now too tianspuent for Rodenick Elliston; the
blackest mdmght was his chosen hour to steal abroad;
and 1f ever he were seen, 1t was when the \\atchmftns
Iantern gleamed upon s ﬁgme, ghding along the street,
with lus hands clutched upon his bosom, still muttermg,
“It gnaws me! It gnaws me!” What could 1t be that
gnavwed him?

After a time 1t became kuown that Elhston was
the babit of iesorting to all the noted quacks that m-
fested the eity, or whom money would tempt to journcy
thither fiom a distance By one of these persons, mn the
exultation of a supposed cme, 1t was proclmimed far and

wide by dnt of handbslls and little pamphlets on dingy
paper, that a distingushed gentleman, Rodeiick Elliston,
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Esq , had been relieved of a Syaxr in his stomach! So
here was the monstrous secret cjected fiom 1ts lurking
place mto public view, m all 1ts hornible deformity. The
mystery was out, but not so the bosom serpent He, if
it weie anything but a deluston, still lay coilled 1 Ins
Inmg den. The empmie’s cure had been a sham, the
eflect, 1t was supposed, of some stupefying diug, which
more nearly caused the death of the patient than of the
odious reptile that possessed hm  When Roderick
Llhston 1egamed entne sensibility 1t was to find s mus-
«fortune the town talk—the mote than nine days’ wonder
and honror—while at his bosom he felt the sickening
motion of a thing alive, and the gnawing of that 1estless
fang which seemed to gratify at once a physical appetite
and a fiendish spite

He summoned the old black servant who had been bied
up 1 his father’s house, and was a middle-aged man wlule
Roderick Iay m his cradle,

“Seipro ' he began , and then paused, with his arms
folded over his heait  “What do people say of me, Scipro 1”

“Sir | my poor master ! that youhad a serpent in yow
bosom,” answeted the servant with hesitation,

“ And what else?” asked Roderick, with a ghastly look
at the man

“ Nothmg clse, dear master,” 1ephed Scipio, “only
that the doctor gave you a powder, and that the snake
leaped out upon the floo1,”

“No, no!” muitered Roderick to himself, as he shook
lus head and pressed his hands with more convulsive force
upon s breast, “I feel him sbill. It gnaws me! It
gnaws mel”

From this time the nncciable sufferer ceased to shun
the world, but rather solicited and forced hmself upon
the notice of nequaintances and strangers It was paitly
the 1esult of desperation on finding that the cavein of s
ouwn bosom had not proved deep and dark enough to hide
the seeiet, even while 1t was 50 secure o fortiess for the
lonthsome fiend that had crept into 1t But siil more,
tlns ermving for notonety was-a symptom of the mtense
morbidness which now prevaded Ins natwre.  All persons
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suitout, brown hat, and mouldy boots, scraping pence
together, and pickmg up 1usty nals  Pretendmg to look
carnestly ab this respectuble person's stomach, Roderick
asswed him that his snakie was a eopper-head, and had
been genciated by the immense quantities of that base
metal with wiich he dady defiled his fingers  Apam, he
assaulted a man of rulncund visage, and told him that
few bosom serpents had morc of the devil in them than
those that lneed m the vats of a distillery. 1he neit
whom Rodetick honoured with his attention was a dis-
timgmished clergyman who happened jnst then to be en-
gaged m a theological controversy, where human wrath
was moie perceptible than dnine mspiration

“You have swallowed a snake in a cup of sacramental
wine,” quoth he

“ Profane wretch !” exclaimed the divine ; but, never-
theless, his hand stole to s breast.

He met n person of sickly sensibility, who, on some
carly disappomntment, had ietired fiom the world, and
thereafter held no mtercourse with tis fellow.men, but
brooded sullenly o1 passionately over the srrevocable past
This man’s very heart, if Roderick mught be behieved, had
been changed 1nto a se1pent, which would finally torment
him and atself to death. Observing a mauied couple
whose domestic troubles were matter of notorlety, he con-
doled with both on baving mutually taken a hounse adder
to their bosoms 1o an envious author who depreciated
works which be could never equal, he said that his snake
was the shimiest and filthiest of all the reptile tiibe, but
was fortunately without a sting A man of ympme hfe
and a brazen face, asking Roderick if theie-were any
serpent in his breast, he told lum that theie was, and of
the same species that once toitured Don Roedrgo the
Goth. He took o fair young girl by the hand, and gazing
sadly mto her eyes, warned her that she cheushed a
serpent of the deadhest kind within her gentle breast;
and the woild found the truth of those omnous words,
when a few months afterwards the poor girl died of love
and shame Two ladies, rivals“m fashionable hfe, who
tormented one another with a thousand httle stings of
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womamish spite, were given to understand that each of
thewr hearts was o nest of dunmntive snakes which did
quite as much mischief as one great one

But nothing seemed to please Roderick better than to
lay hold of a peison mfected with jealousy, which he 1e--
presented as an enormous green 1eptile with an ice-cold
length of body, and the shaipest sting of any snake save
one.

“ And what one 1s that?” asked a bystander, overhear-
g him, i

It was a daik-biowed man who put the question ; he
had an evasive eye, which, mn the course of a dozen years,
had loohed no mortal directly i1 the face There was an
ambigwuty about this person’s character—a stain upon his
1eputation—yet none could tell precisely of what natuie,
although the city gossips, male and female, whispered the
most attocious surmises Until a recent period he had
followed the sea, and was, m fact, the very shipmaster
whoim Gemge Herkimer bad encountered under such
singulm cireumstances m the Giecian Aichipelago

“What bosom serpent has the sharpest sting?” 1¢-
peated this man ; but he put the question asif by a re-
Iuctant necessity, and grew paie while he was utterng 1t

“Why need you ask?” 1eplied Roderick, with a look
of dark mtelligence. “Look mnto yout own bieast Haik!
my serpent bestirs himself! He acknowledges the pre-
sence of a master fiend ! ”

And then as the Dbystanders afterwards affiimed, a
hissing sound was heard, appaiently m Roderick Elliston’s
breast It was sawd, too, that an answeing hiss came
fiom the vitals of the shipmaster, as if a snake were ac-
tually lmking theic and had been atoused by the call of
its brothe: 1eptile  If theie were m fact any snch sound,
1t imght have been caused by a malicious exercise of ven-
triloquism on the part of Roderick

Thus, making hus own actual serpent—if a seipent
there actually was in his bosom—the type of each man’s
fatal emo1, o1 hoarded s, o1 unquiet conscience, and
stuking Ius sting so unremoisefully into the sorest
spot, we may well imagme that Roderick became the pest
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of the eity.  Nobody conld elude him—none could with-
stand hun,  Ile gappled with the ughest truth that
he eould Iny ns hand on, and compelled g adsersary to
do the same, Stiange speetacle in human life where 1t
15 the instmctive effort of one and all to mde those sad
realities, and leave them undistwibed beneath a heap of
superfictal topies, which constitute the materials of mter-
course between man andman ! Tt was not fo be tolerated
that Rodertick Elliston should bieak through the tacit
compact by which the world has done 1ts best to sccure
repose without relmquishmg evil  The victuns of us
malicions 1emarks, 1t 15 true, had brothers enough to
keep them wm countenauce, for, by Roderick’s theory,
every mortal bosom harboured either a brood of small
serpents or one overgiown monster that had devoured
all therest  Still the eity could not bemr tiug new apostle.
It was demanded by nearly all, and particularly by the
most respectable mbabitants, that Roderik should no
longer be permtted to violate the received rules of
decorum by obtiuding Ins own bosom seipent to the
public gave, and dragging those of decent people fiom
then lmiking places

Accordmgly, is 1clatives mterfered and placed him in
o puvate asylum for the msane.  When the news was
noised abroad, 1t was observed that many persons walked
the streots with freer counienances and covered ther
breasts less carefully wath their hands

His confinement, however, although it contuibuted not
o httle to the peace of the town, operated unfavomably
upon Rodeuick humself  In solitude s melancholy mew
more black and sullen. Ile spent whole days—indeed, 1t
was lus sole occupation—m commumng with the serpent.
A conversation was sustamed, m which, as 1t scemed, the
hidden monster bore a pmt, though unintellimibly to
the histeners, and maudible except m o hiss  Singular as
1t may appea, the sufferer had now contracted a sort. of
affection for Ims tormentor, mingled, however, with the
mtensest loathing aud hortor  Nor were such discordant
cmotions mcompatible  Each, on the contrary, imparted
strength and poignancy to its opposite.  Horrible love—
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hornible antipathy—embiacing one another n his bosom,
and both concentiating themselves upon a bemg that had
crept mto his vitals o1 been engendered thete, and which
was nourished with his food, and hived upon his life, and
was as intimate with him as his own heart, and yet was
the foulest of all created things! But not the less wasit
the true type of a morbid nature

Sometimes, 1 his moments of 1age and hitter batred
agamnst the snake and himself, Rodeiick determined to be
the death of him, even at the expense of his own hfe.
Once he attempted it by starvation, but, while the
wietched man was on the pomnt of famishing, the monster
seemed to feed upon his heart, and to thuve and wax
gamesome, as 1f 1t were his sweetest and most congemal
diet. Then he privily took a dose of active poison,
magming that 1t would not fail to lall either himself or
the devil that possessed him, o1 both together. Another

nustake ; for if Roderick had not yet been destioyed by
" lus own poisoned heart, nor the snake by gnawving it, they
had lttle to fea1 fiom arsemic o1 corrosive sublimate
Indeed, the venomous pest appeared to operate as an an-
tidote agamnst all other poisons. The physicians tired to
guffocate the fiend with tobacco smoke He bieathed 1t
as fieely as if 1t weie bhis native atmosphere  Agam, they
dragged themr patient with opium and dienched him with
mtoxicating liquors, hoping that the snake mught thug be
reduced to stupor and perhaps be ejected fiom the
stomach. They succeeded mm rendering Rodenick insen-
sible , but, placing thewr hands upon his breast, they were
mezpiessibly horior stiicken to feel the monster wiigghng,
twining, and darting to and fio withm his nariow limits,
evidently enlivened by the opium or aleohol, and “mcited
to unusual feats of activity  Thenceforth they gave up
all attempts at cure o1 palhation. The doomed sufferer
submitted to Ins fate, 1csumed his former loathsome
affection for the bosom fiend, and spent whole miserable
days before a lookmg-glass, with lus mouth wide open,
watching, m hope and horio1, to catch a glimpse of the
snake’s head far down his thioat It 15 supposed that he
succeeded ; for the attendants once heard a frenzied shout,
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and, rushing nto the 10om, found Rodeuck hfeless upon
the floor. .

He was kept but little longer under 1estrajnt  After
mmute investigation, the medieal directors of the asylum
decided that lus mental disease did not amount to meamty
not would wartant lus confinewnent, especially as 1ts in-
fluence upon his spirits was unfavourable, and might pro-
duce the evil winch 1t was meant 4o remedy  His eccen-
tiieities were doubtless great ; he had habitually violuted
many of the customs and prejudiccs of sdeiety ; but the
world was not, withont surer ground, entitled to treat him
as a madman  On tlus decision of such competent
authouity, Rodeiek was released, and had 1eturned to his
native city the very day before Ins cncounter with George
Herkuner.

As soon as possible after learning these particulars, the
sculptor, together with a sad and tiemulous companion,
sought Elliston at Jus own house, It was a large, sombre
edifice of wood, with pilasters and a balcony, and was
divided from one of the prncipal stiects by a terrace of
thiee elevations, which was ascended by successive flights
of stone steps  Some mmense old elms almost concenled
the front of the mansion  Thisspacious and once mogni-
ficent fammly residence was built by a grandee of the race
early in the past century, at which epoch, land being of
small comparative value, the gnaden and other gronnds
had formed quite an extensive domam  Although a por-
tion of the ancestral heritage had been alienated, there
was still a shadowy enclosure in the 1car of the mansion
where a student, o1 a dreamer, or a man of stiicken heart
might lie all day upon the grass, amnd the solitude of
murmuting boughs, and forget that a city had grown up
around him

Into this retitement the senlpfor and his companion
were ushered by Scipio, the old black servant, whose
wrinkled visage grew almost sunny with mtelligenceand joy
as he paid Ins humble greetings to one of the two viaitors

“Remam in the aibous,” whispered the sculptor to the
figure that leaned upon his arm  “You will know
whetber, and when, to make yom appearance ”
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“ God will teach me,” was the reply. ‘‘May he support
me too !” -
Roderick was 1echning on the maigin of a fountam,
which gushed nto the fleckered sunshine with the same
clear spaiklie and the same voice of any quietude as when
trees of pumeval growth flung then shadows across its
bosom. How stiange 1s the life of a fountain '—born at
every moment, yet of an age coeval with the rocks, and

far swipassing the venerable antiquity of a foiest.

“You ate come! I have expected you,” said Elliston,
when he became awate of the sculptor’s presence

His manner was very different fiom that of the preceding
day—quet, courteous, and, as Herkimer thought, watch-
ful both over his guest and himself This unnatural re-
stramnt was almost the only trait that betokened anything
amiss  He had just thrown a book npon the giass, wheire
1t lay half opened, thus disclosing itself to be a natmal
lustory of the seipent tiibe, illustiated by lifelike plates
Near 1t lay that bulky volume, the Ductor Dubitantium
of Jeremy Taylo, full of cases of conscience, and 1n which
most men, possessed of a conscience, may find something
apphicable to then purpose.
" “You see,” observed Elliston, pomnting to the book of
serpents, while a smile gleamed upon his hips, “I am
makmg an effort to become better acquanted- with my
bosom fiiend , but I find nothing satisfactory n this vol-
ume. If I omstake not, he will prove to be sue generis,
and akin to no other 1eptile m creation ”

“Whence came this stiange calamity?” inquired the
sculptor .

¢ My sable fuiend Seipio has a story,” 1eplied Roderck,
“of a snake that had lniked m this fountam—puie and
mnocent as 1t looks—ever since 1t was known to the first
settlerts  This msinuating personage once crept mto the
vitals of my._gieat grandfather and dwelt théie many
yeais, tormenting the old gentleman beyond mortal en-
durance In short, 1t 1s a famuly pecuharity. - But, to
tell you the truth, I bave no faith m this 1dea of the

. )
snake’s bemg an henloom  He 1s my own snake, and no
man’s else,”
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“ Rosina ! ¥ cied he, in broken and passionate tones,
but with nothmng of the wild wail that had haunted his
votce so long, ““forgive ! forgive!”

Her happy tears bedewed his face )
“The punishment has been severe,” observed the sculp-
tor. “Even Justice might now forgive ; how much moze
a woman's tendeiness,; Roderick Elliston, whether the
serpent was a physical reptile, or whether the moirbidness
of yow nature suggested that symbol to your fancy, the
moral of the story 1s not the less true and strong A
tiemendous Egotism, mamfesting 1tself m your case in
the form of jealousy, is as feaiful a fiend as ever stole mto
the human heart  Can a breast, where 1t has dwelt 0

long, be punified 17

“Q yes,” saxd Rosina, with a heavenly smule. “ The
serpent was but a daxk fantasy, and what 1t typified was
ag shadowy as itself  The past, dismal as it seews, shall
fling no gloom upon the futwe To give it 1t due im-

portance we must thunk of 1t but as an anecdote 12 our
Eteimty.”



THE CHRISTMAS BANQUET.
From the nnpublished ** Allegorics of the Heart »

“ T gave here atterpted,” said Roderick, unfolding a few
sheets of manuseript, as he sat with Rosina and the sculp-
tor i the summer-house—*“1 have attempted to <ecize
bold of a personage who ghdes past me, occasionally, in
my walk thiongh hfe. My former sad experience, as you
know, has gifted me with some degree of insight into the
cleomy mystenes of the human hemt, through wlich I
have wandered hike one astray mn a dark cavein, with hus
torch fast flicketng to extinction. But this man, this
class of men, 15 & hopeless puzzle ”

“Well, btut propound lnm,” said the sculptor. ¢ Let
us have an wea of him, to begin with”

“Why, indeed,” 1eplied Roderick, ¢ he 15 such a bemng
as I coula conceive jou to carve out of meible, and some
vet unreahized petfection of human science o endow vath
an exquisite mockery of mtellect; butstill there lacks the
Iast mestimable touch of a divine Creator  He looks hike
2 man ; and, perchance, ltke a Letter specimen of man
than you ordmanly meet. You mmght esteem him wise ;
he 1s capable of cultivation and refinement, and bas at
least an evternal couscience , but the demnds that spitit
makes upon spitit are precisely those to which he eannot
respond. VWhen at last you come close to him you find
him chill and unsubstantial—a mere vapour”

“1 beheve,” smid Rosina, I have a ghmmeiing idex of
what you mean”

“Then be thank{ul,” answered her husband, smiling,
“but do not anticipate any further illumination from
what T am about to read T have hete imagined such a
man to be—what, piobably, he never 1s—conscious of the
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deficiency in his spuitual oigamization  Methinks the ve-
sult would be a sense of cold unreality wheiewith he
would go shivering through the woild, longing to exchange
ns lond of 1ce for any burden of real guief that fate could
fiing upon a human bemg ”

Coutenting himself with tlns preface, Rodeuck began
to read ;

In a certamn old gentleman’s last will and testament
there appeared a bequest, which, as his final thought and
deed, was singularly m keepmg with a long life of melan-
choly eccentrnieity He devised a considerable sum for
establishing a fund, the mterest of which was to be ex-
pended, annually, forever, m preparing a Chuistmas Ban-
quet for ten of the most miserable persons that could be
found 1t seemed not to be the testator’s purpose to
make these half a score of #1d hearts merry, but to pro-
vide that the stern or fierd expression of human discon-
tent should not be diowne/ cven for that one holy and
joyful day, anad the acclay -10ms of festal gratitude which
all Chustendom sends uy  And he deswred, hikewise, to

perpetuate his own re itrance agamnst the eaithly’
course of Providence, a 3 sad and sour dissent from
those systems of 1ehgio Jlosophy which aither find
sunshine 1 the woild of v 1t down fiom heaven,

The task of inviting tn. tests, or of selecting among
such as might advance their slauns to partake of this dis-
mal hospitality, was confided to the two trustees or
stewaids of the fund These gentlemen, Iike ther de-
ceased friend, were sombre humourists, who made 1t their
principal occupation to number the sable thneads in the
web of human hife, and diop all the golden ones out of
the reckoning, They performed their present office with
integiity and judgment The aspeet of the assembled
company, on the day of the first festival, might not, 1t 18
true, have satisfied every beholder that these weie especi-
ally the mdividuals, chosen forth fiom all the wold,
whose griefs weie worthy to stand as indicators of the
mass of human suffering. Yet, after due consideration,
1t could not be disputed that here was a vanety of
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sainthke aspect—zand, in shorty i} menner of black rerls
ites that rought to decorate themselves with outward
mace o1 glory  Put af every atiocions fact ihal was
added to his catnlogne, at every metease of the «nd know-
tedge which he spent ne Ji%e to collect. the nutive un-
pulaes of the poo mau's loving and confiding Leart made
him groan with apgnich  Next, vith Lis beavy brow
hent dosnwmd, there aisle wto the bl o man neturally
earnest and impacsioned, who, from bis umoemor.al in-
faney, had felt the cohsciousness af & high ravssage to the
world, but essaying fo deliver af, had found erther no
voiee o1 form of speech, or clse no cars to hirton, There-
fore his whole Tife was a bifter questioning of himself—
“Why have not men acknowledged my mi-sion? Am I
not a self-deluding fool?  What bu-iness have Ton earth?
Where is my gmave?”  Thioughout the festival, he
qualied ficquent dianghts from the tepulehral urn of
wing, hoping thus fo quench the celestinl fire that tor-
tured Dis own breast and could not benefit his race.

Then there entered, hanving flung away a tidet for o
ball, a gay gallant of yestarday, who had feund four or five
vrinkles m his brow, apid more grey Lars than he could
well number on Ins head.  Endoned with sen<e and feel-
mg, he bat neverthele-s spent his youth m foliy, but had
yeached at last that decary pointin life where Tolly quits
ny of her own record; leaving us to make friends of
Wisdam f we can,  Thus, cold and desolate, he had come
fo «cck Wigdom at the binquet, and wondered if the
sheleton weteshe.  To ckeont the company, thestewards
had mvited & dictressed poet fraom hrs home mn the nims.
house, and a melancholy wint from the street corner.
The latter had just the glimmeting of sense that was
sufficient to mahe Jum conseions of a vacaney, which the
poor feflow, all his hfe long, hed mustily sought w0 hll up
with nitelhgenee, sandering up and down the strects,
and moaning miscrably because his attempts were m-
cffectual  The only lady in the hall was one who had ~
fallen short of absolute and perfect beauty, merely by the
tuflmg defeet of a shght cast m her left eye.  But thus
blemish, mmute as it was, so shocked the pme ideal of
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ber soul, rather than hex vamty, that she passed her hfe
in sohtude, and veiled her countenance even fiom her
own gaze So the skeleton sat shiouded at one end of
the table and this poor lady at the other

One other guest remams to be desciibed. ~ He was a
young man of smootlr biow, fair cheek, and fashionable
mien So far as his extertor developed him, he might
much meore suitably have fouund a place at some merry
Chistmas table, than have been numbered among the
blighted, fate-stnicken, fancy-toitured set of ill-staired
banqueters Murmuis arose among the guests as they
noted the glance of general sciutiny which the mtruder
thiew over his companions What had he to do among
them? Why did not the skeleton of the dead founder of

" the feast unbend 1ts rattling joints, atise, and motion the
unwelcome stranger from the board?

“Shameful {7 said the moibid man, while a new uleer
bioke out mn his hemt ¢ He comes to mock us!—we
shall be the jest of lis tavern fiiends '~—he will make a
farce of our museries, and bring it out upon the stage !”

¢0, never mmd tum'” said the hypochondriae, smuling
soutly. “He shall feast from yonder turecn of viper
soup ; and of there 15 a fricassee of scorpions on the table,
pray let him have his share of it Tor the desert, he

“shall taste the apples of Sodom  Then, 1f he like our
Chiistmas fate, let hum 1etuin again next year!”

“Tiouble him not,” murmuied the melancholy man,
with gentleness **What matters 1t whether the con-
sciousness of nusery comes a few yeais sooner or later?
If this youth deem bimself happy now, yet let him sit
with us for the sake of the wretchedness to come ”

The poor 1diot approached the young man with that
mownful aspect of vacant mquny which his face con-
tinually wore, and which caused people to say that he
was always mn search of his missing 7wits  After no httle
exanunation he touched the stianger’s hand, but immedi-
ately drew back his own, shaking s head and shivermg.

“ Cold, cold, cold '” muttered the 1diot

The young man shivered too, and smiled

“ Gentlemen—and you, madam,’—said one of the

-
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stewards of the festival, ‘“do not conceive so 11l either of
our caution o judgment, as to imagine that we have
admtted this young stranger—Gervayse flastings by name
—without a full investigation and thoughtful balance of
his claims, Triust me, not a guest at the table is better
entitled to his seat”

The steward’s guarantee was perforce satisfactory, The
company, thercfore, took their places, and addiessed them-
selves to the serious business of the feast, but were soon
distmbed by the hypochondriae, who thiust back his
chan, complainmg that a dish of stewed toads and vipers
was set before him, and that theie was gieen ditch water
m lis cup of wme. This mistake bemng amended, he
quietly resumed his seat The wme, as 1t flowed ﬁeely
from the sepulchral uin, seemed to come imbued with all
gloomy mspirations, so that its influence was not to
cheer, but either to sk the revellers into a deeper mel-
ancholy, or elevate their spirits to an enthusiasm of
wretchedness. The conversation was varrous  They told
sad stories about people who mught have been worthy
guests at such a festival as the present. They talked of
grsly madents 1 human history, of stiange ciimes,
whiceh, 1f truly considered, were but convulsions of agony;
of some lives that had becen altogether wietched, and of
others, which, weaung a geneial semblance of happiness,
had yet been deformed, soonet or later, by misfortune, as
by the munusion of a grm face at a banquet, of death-
bed scenes, and what dark mtimations might be gathered
fiom the words of dymng men; of suicide, and whether
the more eligible mode were by halter, knife, poison,
drowning, giadual stmivation, or the fumes of charcoul
The majority of the guests, as1s the custom with people
thoroughly and profoundly sick at hemt, were anxious to
make thewr own woes the theme of dmcussmn, and prove
themselves most excellent in angmsh.  The misanthropist
went deep mto the philosophy of evil, and waudered
about m the daikness, with now and then a gleam of dis-
coloured light hovering on ghastly shflpes and hornid
scenery Many a muserable thought, such as men have
stumbled upon fiom age to age, aid he now rake up again,
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and gloat over it as an nestimable gem, a diamond, a
treasure far prefeiable to those buight, spiritual revela-
tions of a better world, which are like precious stones fiom
heaven’s pavement  And then, amid his loie of wietched-
ness, he hud his face and wept.

It was a festival at which the woful man of Uz might
suitably have been a guest, together with all, m each sue-
ceeding age, who have tasted deepest of the bitterness of
Iife, And be 1t sad, too, that every son or daughter of
woman, however favomred with happy foitune, might, at
one sad moment or another, have claimed the privilege
of a stucken heart, to sit down at this table. DBut,
thioughout the feast, 1t was 1emarked that the young
stranger, Gervayse Hastings, was unsuceessful m his
attempts to catch 1ts pervading spnit At any deep,
stiong thought that found utterance, and which was toin
out, as 1t weie, from the saddest 1ecesses of human con
sciousness, he looked mystified and bewildered; even
more than the poor idiot, who seemed to grasp at such
things with his carnest heart, and thus-occasionally to
comprehend them The young man’s conversation was
of a colder and lighter kind, often brilliant, but lacking
the powerful characteristics of a nature that had been de-
veloped by suffering, ,

“Sir,” said the misanthiopist bluntly, m reply to some

obser vation by Gervayse Hastings, “piay do not addiess

me agam. e have no 1ight to talk together. Our
mmnds have nothing 1 common. By what clarm you ap-
pear at this banquet I cannot guness, but methinks, to a
man vwho could say what you have just, now said, my
companions and myself must seem no more than shadows
flicketing on the wall And precisely such a shadow are
you tous”

The young man smiled and bowed, but diawing himself
back mn his chair, he buttoned his coat over his breast, as
if the banqueting hall were growing chill  Agan the 1diot
fixed his melancholy state upon the youth, and mumued,
“Cold ! cold! cold!”

The banquet drew to 1ts conclusion, and the guests de-
parted  Scarcely had they stepped across the thieshold

n

N
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¢ Ah, 1t 15 a sinful thing to come huther without a sor-
1ow,” mumuted the aged lady, mm accents that paitook
of the eternal tremor which pervaded her whole bemg.
“Depart, young man' Your soul has never been
shaken , and, therefore, I tiemble so much the more to
look at you.” )

“ His soul shaken! No; I'll answer for 1t,” said bluff
Mi Smith, pressing his hand upon s heart, and making
himself as melancholy as he could, for fear of a latal
explosion of Jaughter. “I know the lad well ; he has as

" fair prospects as any young mau about town, and has no

more right among us miserable creatures thaun-the child
unborn  He never was miserable, and probably never
will bet?”

“ Qur honoured guests,” mterposed the stewards, * pray
have patience with us, and beheve, at least, thatour deep
veneration for the sacredness of this solemmty would pre
clude any wilful violation of 1it. Recerve this young man
to your table It may not be too muech fo say that no
guest heie would exchange his own heart for the one that
beats within that youthful bosom 1”

“1'd call 1t a bargam, and gladly, too,” muttered Mr
Smth, with a perplexing mnture of sadness and mirthiul
concett  “A plague upon then nonsense! My own heart
15 the only 1eally miserable one in the company; 1t will
certatnly be the death of me at last!”

Nevertheless, as on the foimer occasion, the judgment
of the stewards bemg without appeal, the company sat
down, The obnoxious guest made no more attempt to
obtiude his conveisation on those about lum, but ap-
peated to histen to the table-talk with peculiar assiduity,
as 1f some inestimable seciet, otherwise beyond lus 1each,
might be conveyed in a casual word And in truth, to
those who could understand and value 1t, there was rich
matter 1w the upgushings and outpowrmmgs of these
imtiated souls to whom sorrow had been a talisman, ad-
mitting them into spiritual depths which no other spell
can open  Sometimes out of the midst of densest gloom
there flashed a momentary 1adiance, pwe as crystal,
bught as the flame of stais, and shedding sich a glow
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upon the mysteries of Iife that the guests were ready to
exclaim, “Surely the mddle is on the point of being
solved '” At such illuminated intervals the saddest
monrners felt 1t to be revealed that mortal giefs are but
shadowy and external, no more then the sable 10bes
voluminously shiouding n certain divine reality., and thus
wdicating what might otherwige be altogether mvisible to
mottal eye.

“ Just now,” remarked the trembling old woman, “I
scemed to see beyond the outeide. And then my ever-
lasting tremor passed away!”

“$onld that T conld dwell always in these momentary
gleams of light!” samid the man of shicken contcience.
« Then the blood stain in my heart would be washed clean
away.”

This strain of conversation appeared so ummtelligibly
absurd to good Mr. Smth, that he Lurst into precizely the
fit of Iaughtcr which his physicians had warned him
agamst, as hkely to prove mstantanteously fatal. In
effect, he fell back in his chair a corpse, with a broad grin
upon his face, while his ghost, perchance, remained beside
it bewildered atits unpremeﬁxt'zted exit  This eatastrophe
of course hroke up the festival -

“How is this? You do not tremble " observed the
tremulous old woman to Gervayse Hastings, who was

gazing at the dead man with smgular intentnese  “Js it
not awful to see him so sudden]) vamsh out of the mmdst
of life—tlns man of flesh and blood, whose earthly nature
was so warm and strong?  There isa never-endig tremor
in my soul, but 1t trembles afresh at this!  And you are
calm ¥

“Wonld that he could teach me somewhat!” sad
Gervayse Hastings, drawing a long breath  “NMen pass
before me like shadows on the wall ; their actions, pqscmna,
feelings, are flickerings of the ight, and then they vanish !
Neithey the corpse, nor yonder ske)eton nor this old
woman’s everlasting tremor, can give me Wh’lt 1 seek.”

And then the company departed.

We cannot linger to narrate, in such detail, more cir-
cumstances of these smgular festivals, which, in accordance
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with the founder’s will, continued to be kept with the
1egulaity of an established mstitution. In process of
time the stewards adopted the custom of inviting, from
fau and near, those individuals whose misfortunes were
prominent above other men’s, and whose mental and moral
development might, theiefore, be supposed to possess a
cortesponding interest The exiled noble of the French
Revolution, and the broken soldier of the Empire, were
alike 1epresented at the table  Fallen monaichs, wander-
mng about the earth, have found places at that foilorn and
miserable feast  The statesman, when his party flung him
off, mmght, if he chose it, be once moie a great man for
the space of a single banquet  Aaron Burrs name appeais
on the 1ecord at a period when his ruin—the profoundest
and most stiking, with more of moial eircumstance 1 1t
than that of almost any other man—was complete mn his
lonely age Stephen Girard, when his wealth weighed
upon him like a mountain, once sought admittance of his
own accord It is not probable, however, that these men
had any lesson to teach in the lore of discontent and
misery which might not equally well have been studied in
the common walks of ife  Illustrious unfortunates attract
a wider sympathy, not because thewr griefs are more
mtense, but because, bemg set on lofty pedestals, they
the better serve mankind as mmstances and bywords of
calamity

1t concerns our present purpose to say that, at each
successive festival, Gervayse Hastings showed his face,
gradually changing from the smooth beauty of his youth
to the thoughtful comelmness of manhood, and thence to
the bald, mmpiessive dignity of age. He was the only
mdividual invariably present Yet on every occasion
thete were murmurs, both from those who Lnew his
character and position, and fiom them whose hemts
shrank back as denying his companionship in their mystic
fraternmity

“Who is this impassive man? had been asked a
hundred times  “Has he suffeiec? Has he sinned?”
There are no t1aces of either. Then wherefore 1s he here 1’

“You must mquire of the stewaids or of himself,” was
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the constant reply “We scem to know lm well here
m our city, and know nothing of him but what 18 credit-
able and fortunate Yet hither he comes, year after year,
to this gloomy hanquet, and sits among the guests like a
mable statue. Ask yonder skeleton, perhaps that may
solve the riddie t”

It was m trath a wonder. The life of Gervayse
Hastings was not merely a prosperous, but a brilliant one
Everything had gone well with him. He was wealthy,
far beyond the expenditure that wag 1equned by habits of
magnificence, a taste of 1ate puuty and cultivation, a
love of travel, a scholar’s instmct to collect a splendid
Library, and, moreover, what scemed a magnmificent
hiberality to the distiessed. He had sought happiness,
and not vamly, if a lovely and tender wife, and children
of fair promise, could mswme 1t. He had, besides,
ascended above the limit which scpaiates the obscuie
from the distinguished, and had won a stainless 1eputation
n affans of the widest public importance. . Not that he
was o populax chaiacter, or had within him the mysterious
attubutes which are essential to that species of success
To the public he was a cold abstraction, wholly destitute
of those 11ch hues of peirsonality, that living warmth, and
the peculiar faculty of stamping his own heart’s impression
on a multitude of hemts by which the people recogmse
their favourites And i1t must be owned that, after his
most mtimate associates had done thewr best to know him
thoroughly, and love him warmly, they were startled to
find how httle hold he had upon theiwr affections. They
approved, they admned, but still m those moments when.
the human spnit most ciaves ieality, they shiank back
from Gervayse Hastings, as poweiless to give them what
they sought Tt was the feeling of distrustful 1egiet with
which we should draw hack the hand after extending 1it,
m an Mlusive twilight, to giasp the hand of ashadow upon
the wall. .

As the superficial fervency of youth decayed, this
pecuiiar effect of Gervayse Hastings’ chaacter grew more
perceptible s childien, when he extended his aims,
came coldly to his kanees, but never climbed them of then
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own accord.  Has wife wept secietly, and almost adjudged
herself a ciiminal because she shivered m the chill of his
bosom. He, too, occasionally appeared mot uncouscious
of the chillness of his moral atmospheie, and willing, 1f 1t
might be so, to waim Inmself at a kindly fire. DBut age
stole onward and benumbed lim more and more  Asthe
hoar-fiost began to gather on him, his wife went to her
gave, and was doubtless waimer there, his children
either died or were scattered to different homes of themr
own, and old Geivayse Hastings, unscathed by grief—
alone, but needing no companionship—continued his
steady walk through life, and still on every Christmas day
attended at the dismal banquet His puvilege as a guest
had become prescriptive now, Had he clumed the head
of the table, even the skeleton would have been ejected
from 1ts seat.

Fmally, at the menry Chustmas tide, when he had
numbered fourscore years complete, this pale, high-browed,
marble-featured old man once moiec entered the long-
frequented hall, with the same mmpassive aspect that had
called foith so much dissatisfied remmk at us first attend-
ance Time, except 1 matters merely external, had done
nothing for him, either of good o1 el As he took his
place, he thiew a calm, mnquning glance atound the table,
as if to ascertain whether any guest had yet appeaied,
alter so many unsuccessful banquets, who might impait
to him the mystery—the deep, warm seciet—the life
withm the hfe—which, whether mamfested m joy or
gorrow, 18 what gives substance to a world of shadows

“My fuends,” said Geivayse Hastings, assuming a
position winch his long conversance with the festival
caused to appear natwial, ““you me welcome! I diinkto
you all m this cup of sepulchial wme,”

The guests 1eplied courteously, but still 1n a manner
that proved them unable to receive the old man as a
member of then sad fiatetmty Tt may be well to
give the 1cader an 1dea of the present company at the
banquet.-

One was foimerly a cle gyman, enthusiastic m his pro-
fession, and apparently of the genume dynasty of those old

~
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cypress wieath, at one end of the table, and at the other,
wrapped 1 fuis, the witheied figure of Gervayse Hastings,
stately, calm, and cold, unpressimg the company with awe,
yet so httle mteresting then sympathy that he might
have vamished mto thin an withoat thewr once exclamming,
“ Whather 1s he gone 2”

“ Sir,” smud the planthiopist, addressing the old man,
‘“ you have been so long a guest at this annual festival,
and have thus been conversant with so many varieties of
* human affliction, that, not impiobably, you have thence
derrved some great and important lessons. How blessed
were yow lot could you 1eveal a secret by which all this
mass of woe might be removed '”

1 know of but one musfortune,” answered Gervayse
Hastings, quietly, “and that 1s my own ”

“ Your own!” rejomed the philanthropist. ¢ And,
looking back on your serene and prosperous life, how can
you claim to be the sole unfortunate of the human race 2”

“Ycu will not understand 1t,” replied Geivayse Hast-
ings, feebly, and with a smgular mefficiency of pronuncia-
tion, and sometimes putting one woid for another. “ None
have undeistood 1t-—not even those who experience the
hke. Itis a chillness—a want of eainestness—a feeling
as 1f what should be my heait weie a thing of vapour—
a hauntmg perception of umeality !' Thus seeming to
possess all that other men have—all that men aim at—I
have 1eally possessed nothing, neither joy nor griefs All
things, ail peisons—as was tiuly said to me at this table
long and long ago—have been hke shadows flickering on
the wall It was so with my wife and childien—with
those who seemed my filends 1t 13 so with yourselves,
whom I see now before me Neither have I myself any
1eal existence, but am a shadow like the 1est”

¢ And how 1s 1t with your views of a future life?” n-
quued the speculative clergyman i

“Worse than with you,” said the old man, in a hollow
and feeble tone; “for I cannot conceive 1t eainestly
enough to feel either hope o1 fem  Mine—mme 1s the
wietchedness! This cold hemt—this unreal hfet Ah!
it grows colder still ” -
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Tt so chanced that at this junctme the decayed liga-
ments of the skeleton gave way, and the diy bones fell
together 1 a heap, thus causing the dusty wieath of
cypress to diop upon the table The attention of the
company bemg thus diverted for a smgle mstant from
Gelvayse Hastm%, they percerved on tulnmo' agam to-
wards him that the old man had undewoue a change
His shadow had ceased to fcker on the wall

“Well, Rosina, what 1z yom ecnibicism?” asked
Roderick, as he 10lled up the manuscipt

¢ Frankly, yom success 13 by no means complete,” 1e-
phed she “It 1s tiue, I have an idea of the chmacter
you endeavou to describe , but it 1s 1ather by dint of my
own thought than your expiession ”

“That 1s unavoidable,” obseived the sculptor, * be-
cause the chaacteristics aie all negative If Gervayse
Hastings imbibed one human grief at the gloomy banquet,
the task of descubmg him would have been mfinitely
eastet  Of such persons—and we do meet with these
mozal monsters now and then—it 15 difficult to conceive
how they came to exist here, oo what theie is m them
capable of eustence hereafter They seem to be on the
outside of everything , and nothing wearies the soul
more than an attempt to compirehend them withm 1ts
grasp

¢
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Oxe sunshiny mornming, m the good old times of the
town of Boston, a young caaver m wood, well known by
the name of Dirowne, stood contemplating a large oaken
log, which it was his puipose to convert mto the figwme
head of a vessel. And while he discussed withmn his own
mind what sort of shape o1 similitude 1t were well to be-
stow upon this cxcellent piece of timber, there came
into Diowne’s woitkshop a certamn Captam Hunnewell,
owner and commander of the good brng called the
Cynosure, which had just 1etmned from her fiast voyage
to Fayal

“Ah ! that will do, Drowne, that will do!” cired the
jolly captain, tapping the log with his 1atan T bespeak
this very piece of oak for the figure head of the Cynosure
She has shown heiself the swectest caaft that ever floated,
and T mean to decorate her prow with the handsomest
1mage that the skill of man can cut out of timber. Ang,
Diowne, you are the fellow to execute 1t ”

“You give me more credit than I deserve, Captan
Hunnewell,” said the carver, modestly, yet as one con-
geious of emmence m his aat.  ““ But, for the sake of the
good brig, I stand ready to do my best And which of
these designs do you piefer? Here—” pomting to a
staring, half-length figuie, m & white wig and a scalet
coat—* here 18 an excellent model, the likeness of om
gracious king .Here 18 the valiant Admnal Vernon.
Or, if you prefer a female figme, what say you to
Bitanma with the trident 7” .

¢ All very fine, Diownie, all very fine,” answered the
maimel.  “But as nothing like the brig ever swam the
ocean, so I am determined she shall have such a figure
head asold Neptune never saw i lis ife  And what 1s
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more, as there 1s a seciet in the matter, you must pledge
your ciedit not to betray 1t.”

“ Certamly,” smid Drowne, marvelling, however, what
possible mystery there could be m reference to an affair so
open, of necessity, to the mspection of all the world as the
ficure head of a vessel  “ You may depend, captain, on
my bemg as secict as the ratme of the ease will pernut ”

Captain Hunuewell then took Drowne by the button,
and communicated lis wishes 1 o low a toue that 1t
would be unmannetly to 1epeat what was evidently n-
tended for the caaver’s private ear  'We shall, therefore,
take the opportunity to give the 1eader a few desuable
paticulars about Diowne himself.

Tle was the first Ameucan who is known to have at-
tempted—m o very humble ling, 1t is tine—that art m
wlirch we can now 1eckon so many names alicady distin-
gwighed, o1 1ising to distinetion  From lus earhest boy-
hood he had exhibited a knack—for 1t would be too
proud a word to call 1t gentus—-a knack, therefore, for the
umtation of the human figure mn whatever mateiial came
most 1cadily to haud The snows of a New Ingland
winter had often supplied him with a species of maible as
fazzlimgly white, at least, as the Parian or the Canaia,
md if less dmable, yet sufficiently so to conespond with
ny claims to permanent existence possessed by the boy’s
fozen statues  Yet they won admnation friom maturer
judges than his schoolfellows, and weie, mdeed, 1emark-
ably clever, though destitute of the native warmth that
nmight have made the snow melt beneath his hand As
he advanced m life, the young man adopted pine and oak
as ehgible materials for the display of us skill, which now
begau to bring him a 1efwin of sohd silver as well as the
empty pruse that had been an apt 1eward enough for his
productions of evanescent snow  He bhecame noted for
carving ornamental pump heads, and wooden urns fo
gate posts, and decorations, more grotesque than faneiful,
for mantelpicces  No apothecary would have deemed
himeelf 1 the way of obtamme custom without setting up

a gilded mortar, 1f not n head of Galen or Hippocrates,
from the shilful band of Drowne,
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But the great <cope of Ius business Iy m the wanu-
facture of figuie hends for vessels  Whether it weire the
monarch himself, o1 some famous Butish admiial o
gencial, or the governor of the provinee, o perchance the
favourite danghter of the ship owner, there the mmage
stood above the prow, decked out in gorgeous colours,
magnificently @mlded, and staring the whole world out of
countenance as if fiom an mnate consciousness of ats
own supensonity.,  These specimens of native sculptue
had cro~sed the sevin all doections and been not ignobly
noticed nmong the crowded shipping of the Thames, and
wherever else the hady marmers of New Ingland had
pustied then adventurcs It must be confessed that o
farmly hikeness pervaded these respectable progeny of
Diowne’s skall , that the benisn countenance of the kmy
reseinbled those of his subjects, and that Miss Pegey
Hobut, the merchant's danghter, boie a 1emakable
<rmilitude o Britanne, Vietory, and other ladies of the
alegoric sisterhood ; and ﬁm]l), that they all had a kmd
of wooden a-peet, which proved an intimate elationship
with the unshaped blocks of timber m the earver's work-
<hop  Dut at least there was no meonsiderable skill of
hand, nor a defictency of any attribute to 1ender them
rmlly worl s of mt, cxcept that deep quality, be it of soul
or antcllect, winch bestows nTife upon the hifeless and
carmth npon the cold, and which, had 1t been present,
would have made Drowne's wooden mage mstinel with
=prit,

The captain of the Cynoswrr had now finished Ius
instrirctions

“ Aud, Diowne.” said he, impressively, “you must lay
aside all otler business and set about this forthwith
And as to the price, only do the job m fitst-rate style, and
you shall rettle that point your-elf”

“Vey well, eaptam,” answercd the earver, who looked
grave and somew bt perpluved vet had a sort of smile
upon his vicage ; “depend upon st PIL do my utiaost to
$ .Ini‘v you.”

T'rom that moment the men of (este about Long Whaf
rnd the Town Docl, who waie wont to show ther love for
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the arts by fiequent visits to Drowne’s workshop, and
admiration of his wooden 1mages, began to be sensible
of a mystcry m the caiver’s conduct. Often he was
absent 1n the daytime Sometumes, as might be judged
by gleams of hight from the shop windows, he was at
work until a late howr of the evening ; although neither
knock no1 voice, on such occasions, could gam admittance
for a visitor, or ehicit any word of 1esponse Nothmg
1emarkable, however, was observed i the shop at those
hours when 1t was thiown open. A fine piece of timber,
mdeed, which Diowne was known to have reserved for
some work of special dignity, was seen to be gradually
assuming shape  What shape 1t was destmed ultimately
to take was a problem to hus fuiends, and a pomnt on which
the carver humself preserved a rigid silence But day
after day, though Diowne was seldom noticed 1n the act
of working upon 1t, this rude form began to be developed,
until 1t became evident to all obscivers that a female
fisme was growing mto mme hie, At each new wisit
they beheld a lamiger pile of wooden chips, and a nealer
approximation to something beautiful It secmed as 1f
the hamadryad of the oak had sheltered herself fiom the
ummagmative world within the heart of her native fiee,
and that 1t was only necessamiy to 1emove the stiange
shapelessness that had encrusted hei, and reveal the grace
and loveliness of a divimty. Imperfect as the design, the
attitude, the costume, and especially the face of the
image still 1emamned, there was already an effect that
diew the eye fiom the wooden cleverness of Diowne’s
eamthier productions, and fixed 1t upon the tantahzng
mystery of this new project N
Copley, the celebiated pamnter, then a young man and

a 1esident-of Boston, came one day to visit Drowne; for
hehad recogmzed so much of moderateability 1n the carver

as to mnduce him, mn the dearth of professional sympathy,

to cultivate his acquaintance. On entermg the shop the

w st glanced at the mflexible image of king, commander,

dame, and allegory that stood around, on the best of
which might have been bestowed the questionable praise

that 1t looked as 1f a iving man had there been changed

8
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wotkshop, suiounded by scattered chips of oak It
artested him at once ,

“IWhat is here? Who has done this?” he broke out,
after contemplating 1t 1 speechless astonishment for au
instant, “Here 18 the divine, the life-giving touch.
What ispued hand 1s beckoning this wood to aise and
hve? Whose work 1s this?”

“ No man’s work,” 1eplied Diowne *The figure les
within that block of oak, and 1t 1s my busmess to find it ”

“Diowne,” samd the tiue artist, giaspig the carver
fervently by the hand, ““ you aie a man of genus !”

As Copley departed, happenmng to glance backwaid
fiom the thieshold, he beheld Diowne bending over the
half-created shape, and stietching forth lus arms as if he
would have embiaced and drawn 1t to his heart ; while,
bad such a mnacle been possible, his conntenance ex-
pressed passion enough to commumeate waimth and
sensibility to the hifeless oak.

“ Strange enough '” said the artist to lumself * Who
would have looked for a modern Pygmalion n the petson
of 2 Yankee mechame !” .

As yet, the image was but vague m 1ts outward pre-
sentment ; so that, as m the cloud shapes aiound the
western sum, the obseiver rather felt, or was led to im-
agme, than really saw what was intended by it Day by
day, howevel, the work assumed gieater precision, and
settled its micgular and mmsty outhne mto distincter
grace and beauty, The general design was now obvious
to the common cye. It was a female figuie, 1n what ap-
peared to be a foreign dresy, the gown being laced over
the bosom, and openmg m fiont so as to disclose a ekirt
oL petticoat, the folds and mequalities of which were
admnably 1epresented in the oaken substance  She wore
a hat of sngular gracefulness, and abundantly laden with
flowers, such as never grew m the 1ude soil of New Eng-
land, but which, with all then {faneiful Iusuriance, had a
natural truth that it scemed mmpossible for the most
fertile imagmation to have attaned without copying from
real prototypes.  There were several Tittle appendages to
tlus diess, such as a fan, a pair of eat1ings, a cham about
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the neck, a watch in the bosom, and a ring upon the
finge1. all of which would have been deemed beneath the
digmty of sculptwre They were put on, however, with
as much taste as a lovely woman might have shown in
her attine, and could theiefore have shocked none but a
Judgment spoiled by arfistic 1ules

The face was still imperfect ; but gradually, by a magic
touch, intelligence and sensibihity biightened thiough the
features, with all the effect of light gleammg forth from
withm the solid oak  The face became alive It was a
beautsful, though not precisely 1egular, and somewhat
haughty aspect, but with a ceitain piquancy about the
eyes and mouth, which, of all expressions, would have
seemed the most impossible to tinow over a wooden
countenance And now, so far as carving went, this
wondetful production was complete.

‘ Drowne,” smd Copley, who had hardly missed a single
day 1n lus visits to the eaiver’s workshop, “if this work
wete m marble it would make you famouns at once ; nay,
I would almost affiim that it would make an era in the
art. It 13 as 1deal as an antique statue, and yet as 1cal-
ag any lovely wowman whom one meets at a fireside o1 1
the sticet DBut I tiust you do not mean to desecrate
this exquisite creatwie with pamt, hke those staring kings
and admuals yonder ?” -

“Not pamt her!” exclaimed Captain Hunnewell who
stood by ; “not paint the fizme head of the Cynosure /
And what sort of a figure should I cut m a foreign port
with such an unpainted oaken stick as this over my prow !
She must, and she shall, be pamted to the life, from the
topmost flower in her hat down to the silver spangles on
ber slippers ”

“Mr. Copley,” saxd Drowne, quietly, “I know nothing
of marble statuary, and nothing of the sculptor’s 1ules of
art , but of this wooden image, this woitk of my hands,
this creature of my heart”—and here his voice faltered
and choked 1 a very singular manner— of this—of her
—1I may say that I know something. A well-spung of
mward wisdom gushed within me as I wiought upon the
oak with my whole stiength, and soul, and faith Let
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others do what they may with mable, and adopt what
rules they choose. If I can produce my desired effect by
prnted wood, those 1ules aie not for me, and I have a
nght to disregard them ”

“The very spuit of gemus,” muttered Copley to him-
gelf. “How othetwise should this carver fecl himself
entitled to transcend all rules, and moke me ashamed of
quoting them %7

He looked carnestly at Drowne, and agam saw that
expression of human love which, m a spmitual sense,
as the mtist could not help imagimng, was the secret
of the DIfe that had been breathed mto this block of
wood.

The carver, stil in the same seeresy that marked all
lis operations upon this mystetious image, proceeded
to pamt the habiliments in their proper colours, and the
countenance with Natwe's 1ed and white When all
was fimished he thiew open his workshop, and admitted
the townspeople to behold what he had done Most
persons, at theu fitst entrance, felt impelled to remove
their hats, and pay such 1everence as was due to the
tichly-diessed and beautiful young lady who scemed to
stand m a coiner of the 1oom, with oaken chips and
shavings scattered at her feet. Then came a sensation
ot fear; as if, not bemg actually human, yet so like
humanity, she must theiefore be something preter-
natural, There was, m truth, an indefinable air and ex-
pression that mught 1casonably induce the query, Who
and from what spheie this daughter of the oak should
be? The strange, 11ch flowers of Eden on her head ; the
complevion, so0 much deepmr and more buthant than
those of our rative beauties; the foreign, as 1t seemed,
and fantastic gaib, yet not too fantastic to be waon
decorously in the sticet, the delicately-wiought em.
bridery of the sknt, the broad gold chain about her
neck , the curious 1ing upon ber finger, the fan, so
exqusitely sculptmied in open work, and pamted to
resemble peail and ebony——vhere could Diowne, i his
sober walk of hife, have beheld the vision here s0 match-
lessly embodied ¥ And then her face! In the dark cyes
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and around the voluptuous mouth there played a look
made up of pride, coquetry. and a gleam of mirthfulness,
which impressed Copley with the idea that the image
was secretly ¢njoying the perplexing-admiration of him-
self and other beholders

“And will you,” <nid he to the carver. “ permit this
masterpicee to beecome the figure head of a vessell  Give
the honcst captain yonder fizure of Britannia—it will
answer lus purpose far better—and send tins fairy queen
to England, where, for aught I know, it may bring you a
thousand pounds ”

7 have not wrought 1t for money,” said Drowne

“What rort of a fellow is this!'” thought Copley.
“ A Yankee, and throw away the chance of making his
fortune ! He bas gone mad , and thence has come this
gleam of genius ” )

There was stil further proof of Drowne's lunacy, if
credit were due to the rumour that he-had been seen
kneeling at the fect of the oaken lady, and gazing with
a lover’s passionate ardour into the face that his own
hands had created The bigots of the day hinted that
"1t would be no inatter of surpuse if an evil spurit were
allowed to enter this beautiful form, and seduce the
carver to destruction.

The fame of the image spread far and wide The
mhabitants visited 1t s6 umiversally, that after a few
days of exhibition theie was hardly an old man or a
child who had not become munutely famihar with its
aspect  Even had the story of Drowne’s wooden image
ended heie, 1ts celebrity might have been prolonged for
many yems by the iemmiscences of those who looked
upon it m therr childhood, and saw nothing else so
beautiful in after ife  But the town was now astounded
by an event, the narrative of which has formed itself mto
one of the most smgular legends that aie yet to be met
with 1 the traditionary chumney corners of the New
England metropolis, whete old men and women sit dream-
mg of the past, and wag their heads at the dieamers of
the present and the futme

Onec fine morning, just before the depaiture of the
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DROWRES WOODI'N TMAGE a9

Cyrssure on hor second voyage to Fayal, the commander
of that gallant ves-el wis wrun to seeue ftom his 1eadence
in Hanover Strevt e wnas stxhshly didsed m a
blue brondelath coat, with gold lace at the scams and
button holes, an embroidered searlet wanteont, o tne
angular bat, with s Jonp and Mead binding of pold,
and woie a atherulted hger ot us «de  Dint the
good eaptam might have been arnyed m the sobes of o
prinee o the mgs of a bewar, wathout in ether ease
attracting notiee, winle ob-cured by <ueh a companion
as now leaned on hin nrma The people m the strect
starfed, rubbed then eyes, and either leaped aside from
theu path, o1 stood as 1f transficed to vwood or marble in
astonistinent.

“Do you «ce it —do you scert 7" cried one, with fremu-
lous cagerniess Tt 10 the sory same 17

“The gamet” answaed anothery who had auived in
town only the mght bifore. “Whe do you mean? I
ree only nosen caplam in his shore-going clothes, and o
young lady in & forergn babut, with « bunch of beautiful
flower- m her bat  On my word, she i as fair and brght
a damsel a5 my eyex have loched ou this many n day "

*Yes; the same “—the very suoe!” yepeated the
other.  “ Drownt’s wooden hmage bas come fo hfe!”

Here was o nuraele wdeed ! Yo, sllummated by the
gunshune, or darhened by the alternate elinde of the
houzes, and with ite garments fluttenng Hghtly m the
marnng brecre, theie pasoed the unage nlong the ctieet
It was exactly and mmuately the ghape, the gahy, and the
faee which the townspeople had so 1ecently thionged 1o
sce and adimire  Not a rich flower upon her head, not a
single leof, but hiad had its prototype m Dionne's wooden
wothmanship, although now ther fiagle gace had be-
come fcuble, and was shaken by evay foolstep that the
wearer made  The broad gold chain upon the neck was
identical with the one 1eprecented on the unage, and
ghstened with the motion noparted by tho 1ise and fall
of the bosom which 1t decorated A 1eal diamond
sparkled on her finger.  In her right hand <he bote o
pearl and chony fan, which she flourrched with g fantas
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and sensmibility, so recenty illuminating 1t, had depaated
He was agam the mechanical carver that he had been
known to be all hig Iifetime.

“T hardly undeistand what you mean, Mr. Copley,”
said he, putting his hand to his brow. ¢ This image "
Can 1t bave been my work? Well, I bave wiought 1t
m a kind of dieam, and now that T am broad awake
I must set about fimshing yonder figure of Admnal
Vernon ”

And forthwith he employed himself on the stolid
countenance of one of s wooden progeny, and com-
pleted 1t 1n hus own mechamcal style, fiom which he was
never’ known afteinards to deviate. He followed his
business mdustriously for many years, acquired a compe-
tence, and i the latter part of his Iife attamned to a
dignified station m the ehuich, being remembered n
records and traditions as Deacon Diowne, the caiver
One of his productions, an Indian chief, gilded all over,
stood during the better part of a century on the cupola
of the Piovince House, bedazzling the eyes of those who
looked upward, hike an angel-of the sun  Another woik
of the good deacon’s hand—a reduced likeness of his
friend Captam Hunnewell, holding a telescope and
quadrant—may be seen to this day, at the coiner of
Broad and State Stieets, serving m the useful capacity of
sign to the shop of a nautical mstiument maker. We
know not how to account for the wfertority of this quant
old figure, as compared with the recorded excellence of
the Oaken Lady, unless on the supposition that mn every
buman spmit theire 1s nmaginations, sensinlity, creative
power, gemus, which, according to circumstances, may
cither be developed mm this woild, or shrouded m a
mask of dulness until another state of being To our
fuend Diowne thete came a biief season of excitement,
lundled, by love It 1endered him a genius for that one
occasion, but, quenched m disappomtment, left m
again the mechanical carver in wood, without the power
even of appreciating the work that his own hands had |
wiought  Yet who can doubt that the very highest
state to which a human spuit can attain, mn 1ts loftiest
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aspirntions, is its fruest and maost ntural state, and that
Diowne wes more consistent with  bimeell when he
wiovght the admirable figure of the mysterious lady,
than when he perpetrated @ whole progeny of block-
headn?

Thete was a rumomr i Boston, abont this period, that
a younz Portuguese fady of rank, on some cecwsion of
political w1 domestic disquictusle, had tled from her home
in Fayal and put hanel! nader the protection of Captain
Tunnewell, on bonrd of whose vessel, and at whose rost-
denee, she was sheltered until o chanee of aflars This

tawr stianzet must have been the angranl of Drowue’s
Wooden Imege.
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A grave figure, with a pair of mysterious spectacles
on his nose and a pen behind his ea1, was seated at a
desk m the corner of a metiopolitan office  The apart-
ment was fitted up with a counter, and furmshed with an
oaken cabinet and a chair or two, in simple and business-
Iike style Around the walls were stuck advertisements
of articles lost, or aiticles wanted, or aiticles to be dis-
posed of , 1n one or another of which classes weie com-
prehended nearly all the conveniences, or otherwise, that
the imagmnation of man has contitved The interior of
the room was thiown into shadow, partly by the tall
edifices that 10se on the opposite side of the street, and
patly by the immense show bills of blue and crimson
papet that were expanded over each of the three win-
dows. Undisturbed by the tramp of feet, the rattle of
wheels, the hum of voices, the shout of the city crier,
the scream of the news boys, and other tokens of the
multitudinous hfe that surged along i fiont of the
office, the figuie at the desk pored diligently over a folio
volume, of ledger-like size and aspect. He looked Iike the
spirtt of a 1econd—the soul of his own gieat volume—
made visible 1 mortal shape

But scarcely an mstant elapsed without the appearance
at the door of some individual fiom the busy population
whose vicinity was manifested by.so much buzz, and
clattel, and outery Now it was a thriving mechanic 1
quest of a tenement that should come within his moder-
ate means of 1ent; now, a 1uddy Tnuish gnl fiom the
banks of Killarney, wandering fiom kitchen to kitchen of
our land, while her heart still bung in the peat smoke of
her native cottage , now, a single gentleman looking ouf
for economical board ; and now—for this estabhshment
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offered an epitome of woildly puismits—it was a faded
Leauty inquuing for her lost bloom, 01 Peter Schlemihl
for his lost shadow , o1 an author of ten yeais’ standing
for his vanished reputation, or a moody man for yester-
day’s sunshme. -

At the next hfting of the latch theie entered a person
with his hat awry upon hus head, Ins clothes perveisely
111 suited to lus form, his eyes staring m duections opposite
to thewr mtelhigence, and a ccrtan odd unsuitableness
pervading his whole figme. Wheiever he might chance
to be, whether i palace or cottage, church o1 maiket, on
land o1 sea, or even at his own fireside, he must have
worn the characteristic expression of a man out of his
ught place

“ This,” mquized he, putting his question in the form
of an asseition, *this 1s the Cential Intelligence Office ?”

“ Fven so,” answered the figuie at the desk, turning
another leaf of his volume ; he then looked the applicant
i the face and said brefly, “ Yoo busmess ?”

“1 want,” said the latter, with tiemulous earnesiness,

~ _ *fa place !”

=% A place! and of what nature?” asked the Intellw
gencer  “ There are many vacant, or soon to be 50, some
of which will probably smt, smce they 1ange from that of -
a footman up to a seat at the council boaid, or m the
cabinet, o1 a thione, or a presidential chan ” . .
The stianger ‘stood pondermmg before the desk with an
unquiet; dissatisfied an—a dull, vague pamn of heart, ex-
pressed by a shght contortion of the brow-—an eninestness
of glance, that asked and expected, yet continually wavered,
as 1f distrusting  Tn short, he evidently wanted, not 1n a
physical- or tellectual sense, but with an urgent moral
necessity that 18 the hadest of all things to satisfy, since
1t knows not 1ts own object.

“Ah, you mistake me!” said he at length, with a

, gesture of nervous impatience “Either of the places
you mention, indeed, might answer my purpose, or, mote
probably, none of them. I want my place! my own
place ! my*1ue place m the world ! my proper sphere!
my thing co do, which natwe mntended me to perform
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when she fashioned me thus awry, and which I have
vamly sought all my hfetune! Whether 1t be & footman’s
duty or a king’s 1s of little consequence, o 1t be natwally
mme  Can you help me here ”

“I will enter yomr application,” answered the Intell-
gencel, at the same time writing a few lines 1 us volume
“But to undertake such a business, I tell you fiankly, 15
quite apart from the ground covered by my official duties,
Ask for somethmg specific, and 1t may doubtless be
negotiated for you, on yowr complance with the cond:-
tions But weie I to go further, I should have the whole
population of the city upon my shouldeis, since far the
greater proportion of them aie, moie or less, m your
predicament ”

The_applicant sank nto o fit of despondency, and
passed out of the door without agnin hfting his eyes; and,
if he died of the disappomtment, he was probably buiied
m the wrong tomb, mm as much as the fatahty of such
people never deseirts them, and, whether alive o1 dead,
they are mvaliably out of place

Almost mmmedrately another foot was heaid on thg
thieshold A youth entered hastily, and threw a glance
around the office to ascertam whether the man of intelly
gence was alone  He then approached close to the desk,
blushed like a maiden, and seemed at a loss how to bioach
his business.

“You come upon an affuir of the heart,” said the official
peisonage, looking into im thiough his mysterious
spectacles  “State 1t m as few words as may be.”

“You are 1ight,” 1eplied the youth I have a heait
to dispose of ”

“You seck an evchange?” smd the Intelligencer.
“TFoolish youth, why not be contented with yom own ?”

“Because,” evclaimed the young man, losing s
embariassment 1 a passionate glow, “beeause my hemt
burns me with an intolerable fire, it tortures me all day
long with yeainings for I know not what, and feveush
thiobbings, and the pangs of a vague soirow; and 1t
awakens me m the mght time with a quake, when there
18 nothmg to be feared I cannot endure it any longer. _
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Tt wele niser to thiow away such 8 heart, even if 1t
biings me nothmg m 1etmn.” )

«Q, very well,” smd the man of office, making an entry
m his volume, ¢ Your affur will be easily tiansacted.
This species of brokerage makes no mconsiderable part of
my busmess, and there 15 always a laige assortment of
the article to select fiom _ Here, 1if T mistake not, comes
a pretty far sample ”

Even as he spoke, the door was gently and slowly thiust
ajar, affording a ghmpse of the slender figuie of a young
gnl, who, as she tumdly entered, seemed to bring the
hight and cheetfulness of the outer atmospheie mnto the
somewhat gloomy apartment We know nol her enand
there, nor can we reveal whether the young man gave up
his heart into ber custody. If su, the arrangement was
. netthexr better nox worse than mn mmety-nne cases out of
a hundied, where the paiallel sensibilities of a similar
age, importunate affections, and the easy satisfaction of
characters not deeply consctous of themselves, supply the
place of any profounder sympathy.

Not always, however, was the agenicy of the passions
and affections an office of so hittle trouble It happened—
1a1ely, mmdeed, i proportion to the cases that came under
an ordmary trule, but still 1t did happen—that a heart
was occastonally brought ither of such exquisite matenal,
g0 delicately attempered, and so curiously wiought, that
no other hemt could be found to match 1t It might _
almost be considered a misfortune, m a worldly point of
view, to be the possessor of such a diamond of the puest
water, since 1 any 1easonable probability 1t could ouly
be exchanged for an_oidinary pebble, o1 a bit of cunmingly-
manufactured glass, ‘o1, at least, for a jewel of native
1ichness, but 1ll set, or with some fatal flaw, or an earthy
vemr 1unning thiough 1ts eentral lustic.  To choose
another figuie, 1t 18 sad that hearts which have theiwr.
wellspring m the infinite, and contain mexhaustible
sympathies, should ever be doomed to pour themselves
mto shallow vessels, and thus lavish their 11ch affections
on the ground. Stiange that the finer and deeper nature,
whether 1n man or woman, while possessed of every other
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delicate instinet, should so often lack that most mvaluable
one of preserving itself fiom contammation with what 18
of a baser kind' Sometimes, 1t 1s true, the spnitual
fountain 18 kept pure by a wisdom withm itself, and
sparkles mto the hight of heaven without a stamn fiom the
earthy strata through which 1t had gushed npwaid. And
gometimes, even here on earth, the pme mingles with the
puie, and the nexhaustible 1s recompensed with the
mfimite  But these miracles, though he should claim the
credit of them, are far beyond the scope of such a super-
ficial agent 1n human affairs as the figuie n the mysterious
spectacles

Again the door was opened, admitting the bustle of the
city with a fiesher reverberation mto the Intelligence
Ofhce  Now entered a man of woe-begone and downeast
ook, 1t was such an aspect as if he had lost the very
soul out of his body, and had tiaversed all the woild oves,
searching 1 the dust of the lighways, and along the
shady footpaths, and beneath the leaves of the forest, and
among the sands of the sea shore mn hopes to 1ecover 1t
agamn  He had bent an anxious glance along the pave-
ment of the stieet as he came hitherward, he looked also
m the angle of the dooistep, and upon the floor of the
100m , and, finally, coming up to the Man of Intelligence,
he gazed thiough the mnscrutable spectacles which the
Iatter wore, as 1f the lost treasuie might be hidden withm
his eyes

“1 have lost—" he began ; and then he paused
- “Yes,” smud the Intelligencer, “I see that you have
lost—but what?” - ,

“T have lost a precious jewel !” replied the unfortunate
person, ‘“the like of which 18 not to be found among any
prince’s treasures Whle T possessed 1t, the contempla-
tion of 1t was my sole and sufficient happmess. No price
should have puichased 1t of me  but it has fallen from
my bosom wheie I wore 1t in my caieless wanderngs
about the city ”

After causing the stranger to desciibe the marks of his
lost jewel, the Intelhigencer opened a diawer of the oaken
cabmet which has been mentioned as forming a part of

[ Rid
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the furnitwie of the 10om, Ilere were deposited whatever
articles had been picked up 1 the stieets, until the 1ght
owners should claim them, It was a strange and hetero-
acneous collection.  Not the least 1emarkable part of 1t
was a gieat number of wedding 1mgs, cach one of which
had been riveted upon the finger with holy vows, and all
the mystic potency that the most solemn rites could
attain, but had, neveitheless, proved {oo slippery for the
wemer's vigilance  The gold of some was worn thi, be-
tohening the attution of yems of wedlock, ofhers,
ghttening fiom the jeweller’s shop, must have been lost
within the honeymoon Theie were ivery tablets, the
leaves scuibbled over with sentiments that had been the
“deepest truths of the wuter's eather years, but which
were now quite obhterated from his memory.  So
serupulously were mticles preserved m tlns depository,
that not even withored flowers were rejecled; wiite
10508, and blush 10zes, and mose 1o0ses, fit emblems of
vingw puity and shamefacedness, which Liad been lost or
flung away, and tiampled nto the pollution of the streets,
locks of hair—the golden and the glossy dark—the long
tiesses of woman and the erisp cmls of man, signified that
lovers were now and then so heedless of the farth intrusted
to thew s to drop 1ts symbol fiom the treasme place of
the bosom Many of these things were imbued with
perfumes, and perhaps a sweet <cent had departed fiom
the lives of thewr former possessors ever simce they had so
wilfully o1 nechgently lost them. Iferc were gold pencil
cases, little ruby heoits with golden mrows through them,
bosom pmns, preces of com, and small articles of every
desenption, comprsing nemly all that have been lost
sinee o long tine azo Most of them, doubtless, had o
history and o meanmy, of thete were time to search 1t out
end 1o0om to tell it. Whoever has missed any thmg
valunble, whether out of lus hemt, mmd, or poeket, would
do well to make mquiry at the Cential Intellizrence Ofiice.
And 1 the coiner of one of the drawer~ of the aaken
eabinet, after. considerable 10search, was lonnd o grent,

pearl, loohing ke the roul of celestial punty, conzealed
and polishied
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“There 1 my Jowel! my very paarlV cried the stranger,
almost beswde bunsell with raptwe  “Itismme! Gpe
it me, this moment!{ o1 I shall persh 17

“X perceive,” said the M of Tntelligence, examining
«t myore closcly, “that the s the Peal of Grent Puee ™

“The very same,” answored the «tianger.  “ Judge,
then, of my msery at loung it onf of my boom ! Restore
it tome ! T must not Jise withont 1t an mstant Jonger”

“Pardon me,” 1¢joined the Intelhirencer, eilmly,  *You
ack what 15 beyond my dnty, This poal, a~ you well
huow, 15 held wpon o peenhra tenme, sed havine onee
let 1t escape from yom heepme, jou buse no graater dhum
to 1t—nay, not 80 great—as auy other pasen 1 cannot
give 1t back”

Nor could the entreatic+ of the miceroble man—who
gaw before his eycs the jewel of his Iife without the pover
o reclatm it—-soften the hemt of this stern bomg, mme
passive to human sympathy, though earre<myg <uch wn
appaient mflucnce over human fortunes  Imally the
loser of the mestimable pearl elntched hig hands among
Ing hau, and 1an madly fuith into the woild, which wae
afitighted at us desperate looks  Theie parel him en
the doorstep a fashionable young gentleman, who-e busi-
ness nas to mquire for a damask 10.chud, the @ft of his
lady love, which he had lost out of Ius button hole withn
an hour after 1ccerving 1t So vanous were the crrands
of those who visited this Cential Ofiice, whete all mnnn
wishes seemed to be made known, and <o fmr as de-tmny
would allow, negotited to thewr fmlfilinent

The next that entered was a ma» beyond the middle
aze, beanng the look of one who Ynew the world and lus
own coutse mit  He had just alighted from a handsone
purvate carninge, which had o1deis to vait 1n the strect
while 1ts owner trau-acted Ins Lusiness, Thi~ perzon
came up to the desk with a quick, determined step, and
looked the IntcHigencer in the face with a rewolute eye;
though, at the same time, some <caret trouble gleamed
fiom 1t 1 1ed and dusky light

“I bave an cstate to dicpose of,” said he, with a breuty
that scemed charactenistic,
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¢ Describe 1t,” saxd the Intelligencer

The apphicant proceeded to give the boundaries of his
property, its natwe, comprising tillage, pasture, woodland,
and pleasmie grounds, m ample cinewt, together with a
mansion-house, in the constiuction of which 1t had been
his object to realise a castle m the an, haidenmng its
shadowy walls 1nto granite, and 1endeing its visionay
splendomr perceptible to the awakened ecye Judging
fiom his description, 1t was beautiful enough to vamsh
hike a dieam, yet substantial enough to enduie for cen-
turies, He spoke, too, of the goigeous furnituie, the
r1efinements of upholstery, and all the luxuiious artifices
that:combmed to 1ender this a 1esidence wheie Iife might
flow onward 1 a sticam of golden days, undisturbed by
the 1uggedness which fate loves to fling mto 1t.

“J am a man of stiong will,” saud he, in conclusion ,
“and at my first setting out n Iife, as a poor, unfriended
youth, I 1esolved to make myself the possessor of such a
mansion and estate as this, together with the abundant
revenue necessa1y to uphold 1t I bave succeeded to the
extent of my utmost wish  And this s the estate which
J have now concluded to dispose of.”

¢ And your terms ?” asked the Intelligencer, after tak-
g down the paiticulars with ‘which the stranger had
supphied him

“Fasy, abundantly easy!” answeied the successful
man, smiling, but with a stein and almost fuightful con-
traction of the biow, asif to quell an mward pang. “I
have been engaged 1n vaiious sorts of business—a distiller,
trader to Africa, an Last Indian meichant, a speculator
m the stocks—and, m the comse of these affairs, have
contracted an incumbiance of a certain natwe. The
puichaser of the estate shall meiely beiequued to assume
this burden to himself ” -

“I understand you,” said the Man of Intelligence, put-
ting lus pen behind his ema “I fear that no baigan can
be negotiated on these conditions, Veiry probably the
next possessor may acquue the estate with a simiar -
cumbeiance, but 1t will be of lus own contiacting, and
will not hghten yow buiden m the least.”
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“And nm I to hive on,” fiereddy exclumad the <Ganeer,
»with the dirt of these accurved acres and the giamte
of this infernal mausion erushing down my <oul?  How,
if T should turn the edifice mto an alins house o1 an hos-
pital, or tear 1t down and buld a chuich §7

“You can at least make the expernnent.” sarl the In-
telligencer, ““but the whole matter is one winch you must
setile for yourself.”

The man of deplorable success withdrew, and zot nto
his coach, which 1attled off hightly over the wooden pave-
ments, thongh laden with the scight of much land, a
stately house, and ponderous heaps of gold, all compres-ed
mto an evil conscience -

Theie now appeared many applicants for places, among
the most noteworthy of whom was a small, smoke«iriud
fivzure, who gave Inmself out to be one of the bad spirits
that had waited wpon Doctor IFaustus i his labmuatoery.
He pretended to show a cortificate of cliuacter, wlhich, he
aveired, had been given him by that famous necromancer,
and countervgned by weveral masters whom he had suab.
seqnently seived.

“I am afrnd, my good friend,” observed the Intcl
ligencer, “that your chance of getting a service is but
poor  Now-a<lays, men act the evil <pint for themsehes
and therr neighbows, and play the part moie effectually
than nmety-nme out of a hundied of jour fratermty ”

But, just ag the poor fiend wac assummg a yvaporous
consistency, bemg about to vomsh through the flom in
s1d disnppomnfment and chogrin, the editor of a pohtical
newspaper chanced fo enter the oflice 1 quest of a saib-
bler of party pmagiaphs, The former servant of Doctor
TFaustus, with some misgivings as to lns sufficiency of
venom, was allowed to iy his hand in this capacity.
Next appeared, ikewise sceking a rervice, the mysterious
man m 1ed, who bad amded Donaparte m his ascent to
imperial power Ife was exammned as to lus qualifications
by an aspiring politician, but finally 1¢jected, as laching
fambarity with the cunnmg tacties of the present day

People continued to succeed each other with as much
buiskness as if everybody tmined aside, out of the 10ar

1



THY INTCLLIGENCE OFFICE 293

aud tumult of the aty, to record here some want o1 super-
fluty, or desiie  Some had goods or possessions, of which
they wished to necgotiate the sale A Chma merchant
had lost his health by a long 1esidence m that wasting
chmate. e very hbewally ofiered his disease, and lus
wealth along with 1t, to any physician who would 1id him
of both together A soldier offered his wieath of lautels
for as good a leg as that which 1t had cost hum on the
battle-ficld. One poor weary wietch desired nothing but
to be accommodated with any cieditable method of layng
down lus hife, for misfortune and pecuniary tioubles had
so subdued his spuifs that he could no longer concerve
the possibility of happimness, nor had the heait to try for
it Nevertheless, happenmg to overhear some conversa-
tion 1 the Intelligonce Office 1especting wealth to be
1apidly accumulated by a certain mode of speeunlation, he
1esolved to live out this one other expermment of better
fortune, Many persons desned to exchange their youth-
ful vices for otheis better suited to the gravity of advanc-
g age, a few, we are glad to say, made eminest cffort to
ovchange vice for vittue, and haid as the bargain was,
gucceeded m effecting 1t But 1t was 1emarkable that:
what all were the least willing to give up, even on the
most advantageous terms, were the habits, the oddities,
the chaiacterstic traits, the hittle 1idiculous mdulgences
somewheie between faults and follies, of which nobody
but themselves could understand the fascination

The great folio, m which the Man of Intclhgence 1e-
corded all these fieaks of idle hearts, and aspuations of
deep heatts, and despaate longings of muiserable hearts,
and evil prayers of perverted hemts, would be curions
reading were 1t possible to obtam 1t for publication,
mman chaacter m its individual developments—human
natuie in the mags—may best be studied m 1ts wishes ;
and ths was the 1ecord of them all  Theie was an end-
less divarsity of mode and encumstance, yet vathal such
a similatity in the real gronndwork, that any one page of
the volume-—whether wntten m the days before the
Flood, or the yesterday thit 1s just gome by, or to he
witten on the mowrow that 1s close at hand, o1 a thousand
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nzos honee—aaizht sorve us oorpecimen of the whele
Not but that there were wild sallics of fintacy thut cauld
seateely openr to mors than otie man's biady, v hether
reaconable or lonatie, The shapeo b s lice—pot mont
mcident to men whe had pone deep into sor ntific pursait,
and attained a high tellecfusl #lage, thoueh not the
lotrie d—sere 10 eontend waith Nofure, awl wie £ DNom
her some geeret, ot <ome povet, whieh <he had zeen it 1o
withhold from motal grasp She loves o dilude her
avpiring students, and modk thos wath myeteries that
nean but juet beyond their utme t1oich, To coneact new
nuneials; to produce new forms of vemdable L) to create
an w-cef, if nothuye hicher dn the hsime <eale, 14 n nort
of wish that hire often revelled s tha broalt of o of
suence,  An asttonomer, who hved fa more among the
distant worlds of vpace thm m thisJov e yphers, recorded
a wish to behold the opposite side of the moon, vinch,
unlesy the systemn of the iumsment he reversed, =hie can
never tuin townids the enith, On the came powe of the
volume was wrifton the wish of o little child to have the
stars for play thing..

The most ordmary wich that was wntien dewn with
wearisome recuitence wat, of comrse, for wealth, woilth,
wealthy 1 suras from o few shithues up to unrcelonable
thousands  But m 1eality thiy eften 1epeated oxpre wion
covered as many Qifterent desies Wealth js the golden
essence of the outward world, cmbodying almest every-
thing that exists heyond the huntc of the soul ; and there-
fore 1t 1s the natmal yernmg fmr the bife wm the mdst of
whieh we find ouselves, and of which gold iy the condi-
tion of enjoyment, thai men abndge mto this gemoal
wich,  Here nd there, 1t tine, the solumo tesuiied 1o
some heatt =0 pervarted as to desite gold for its own sake
Many wished for power ; a strange desne, mdeed, smee 1t
1 bat anothet formoof slavery.  Old people wished for the
dehghts of youth ; a fop, for o fashouable coat; an idle
reader, for o new novel | n veraba, for s rhyme w some
stubborn word, a painter, for Titin' seciot of colouring :
a punce, for a cottage, avepublican, for a kingdom and
a palace , a libertme, for i naghbout’s wife, a man of
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wiitten in the volume that hes before the Mim of Intel-
Ligence A gandfathally personage tottered Thastily
into the office, with such an cainestness m his infirm
alacuty that lns white hair floated backward as~he hur-
red up to the desk, while hs dim eyes caught a tmo-
mentary lustre frorn his vehemence of purpose. Tlus
venerable figure explamed that he was m <earch of To-
MOr10W

“ T have spent all my hfe in pursuit of it,” added the
sage old gentleman, “being assmed that To-monow has
some vast benefit or other in store for me  But Iamnow
aetting o hittle m years, and must make haste ; for, unless
I overtake To-moi1ow soon, I begin to be afraid it will
finally escape me”

“Tiis fugitive, To-moriow, my vencrable fiiend,”
said the Man of Intelligence, “1s a stray child of Time,
and is flying from his father into the region of the mn-
fimte, Continue your pursmt, and you will doubtless
come up with him; but as to the earthly gifrs which
jou eapect, he has scattered them all among a throng of
Yesterdays ”

Obhged to content Inmself with this enigmatieal re-
sponse, the giandsire hastened forth with a quick clatter
of lus staff upon the floor , and, as he disappeared, a hittle
boy seampeted thiough the dooi in chase of a butterfly
which had got astray amid the barren sunshie of the
city. Had the old gentleman been shrenwder, he might
have detected To-moriow under the semblance of that
gaudy msect The golden butteufly ghstened throuzh
the shadowy apaitment, and biushed its wings agamst the
Book of Wishes, and fluttered forth agan, vith the child
still 1 pursuit

A man now entered, mn neglected attire, with the
aspect of a thinker, bus somewhat too rough hewn and
biawny for a scholm  Iis face was full of stuidy
vigoui, with some finer and keener attubute beneath
Though harsh at first, 1t was tempered with the glow
of a lmige, warm heart which had force enough to heat
lis powerful mtellect through and through  He advanced
to the Inielligencer, and looked at bhim with a glance of
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such stern sincerity, that perthaps few secrets wete beyond
ifs scope -

« 7 seek for Truth,” said he -

“It 1s precisely the most rine pursuit that has ever
come under my cognizance,” rephed the Intelligencer,
as he made the new mscirption mn his volume  “ Most
men seek to impose some cunning fulsehood upon them-
selves for truth  But T can lend no help to your researches.
You must achieve the miracle for youraelf At some
fortunate moment you may find Truth at your side, or
perhaps she may be mlstﬂy discerned far in qdmnce or

possibly behind you.

“Not bebind me,” said the seeker; “for I have left
nothing on my trfxck without a thoroug:h mvestigation
She fhits before me, passing now through a naked soli"
tude, and now mingling with the thiong of a popular
assembly, and now ertmg with the pen of a French
philosopher,. and now standing at the altar of an old
cathedral, m the guise of a Catholic piiest, performing
the high mass O, weary semich! But I must not
falter ; and surely my heart-deep quest of Tiuth shall
aval at last ”

He paused. and fixed his eyes upon the Intelligencer
with a depth of investigation that seemed to hold com-
merce with the mner nature of this bemg, wholly regaid-
less of his exteinal development |

“ And what are you?’ said he ¢ It wall not satisfy me
to point to this fantastic show of an TIntelligence Office,
and this mockery of business ~ Tell me what is beneath
1t, and what your 1eal agency in life, and your nfluence
upon mankmd 2”7

“Yours 1s a mmd,” answered the Man of Intelligence,
“ Dbefore which the forms and fauntasies that conceal the
inner ider fiom the multitude vansh at once and
leave the naked 1eality beneath Know, then, the
secret My agency m worldly action, my connection
with-the press, and tumuli, and mtermmorhng and de-
velopment of human affuts 1s melely delusive. The
desite of mon’s heait does for him whatever I seem to do,
I am no muster of action, but the Recording Spint ”
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What further sceicts were then spoken ycinaing 2 my=-
tery, inasmuch as the rom of the eity, the bustle of
human busmesy, the outery of the jostling masses, the
rush and tumult of man’s life, m 1ts noisy and Irief
caieer, arose so high that il drowned the words of these
two tallkers, and whether they stood talkig in the moon,
ot 1n Vaurty Fair, or m a city of this actnal world, 15 moie
than I can say.
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Oxr of the few meidents of Indran waifare natwally sus-
ceptible of the moonhght of 1omance, was that expedition
undertaken for the defence of the fionticts m the year
1725, which icsulted i the wellaemembeied ¢ Lovell’s
Fight” Imagmation, by casting certam circumstances
judicially mto the shade, may see much to admire 1n the
heroism of a little band who gave battle to twice therr
numbet 1n the heait of the enemy’s country The open
bravery displayed by both parties was m accordance with
civihzed 1deas” of valom, and chivalry itself might not
blush to 1ecord the deeds of one ortwo mdividuals  The
battle, though so fatal to those who fought, was not
unfortunate m 1its conscquences to the country, for 1t
bioke the stiength of o tiibe, and conduced to the peace
which subsisted duiing several cnsumg years. History
and tradition are unusually minute m then memorials of
this affan, and the captamn of a scouting party of fiontier
men has acquned as actonal a militoly 1enown as many a
victorious leader of thousands Some of the mcidents
contaned m the following pages will be 1ecognized, not-
withstanding the substitution of fictitious names, by such
as have heard fiom old men’s Iips the fate of the few

combatants who weie in a condition to 1etreat after
“Lovell’s Fight”

- » L ES 3 "

The early sunbeams hoveired cheerfully upon the tiee
tops, beneath which two weamy and wounded men had
stietched then limbs the might before Then bed of
withered oak leaves was stiewn upon the small level space
at the foot of a 10ck, situated near the summit of one of
the gentle swells by wlich the face of the countiy 1s
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there divewsified The mass of gamte, 1caring 1t
smooth, flal sutfuce fifteen o1 twenty feet above thewr
Lieads, was not unhke n gigantic giavestone, upon wlich
the vems seemed {o form an mscription in {orgotten
chaiacters  On a {1act of several acres around this rock,
oaks and other haid-wood tiees had supphied the place of
the pines wlnch were the vsual growth of the laud, and
a young and vigorons sapling stood close beside the
travellers, i

The severe wound of the elder man had probably de-
prved him of sleep, for, so soon as the fust 1ay of sun-
shime 1ested on the top of the lighest tiee, he 1cared
bhimself pamfully fiom his 1ccumbent posture and sat
erect,  The decp lines of his countenance and the scattered
grey of Ins haw marked him as past the muddle age,
but his muscular frame would, but for the effects of lus
wound, have been as capable of sustaiming fatigue as m
the ealy vigour of Ife, Languor and eshaustion now
sat upon lus haggard features, and the despauing glance
which he sent forward through the depths of the forest
proved his own conviction that his pilgiimage was at an
end. He next turned his eyes to the companion who 1e-
cimed by his side The youth—for he had scarcely
attained the years of manhood—iay, with his head npon his
aim, 1n the embiace of an unquiet sleep which a thrill of
pam fiom lus wound seemed cach moment on the pomt
of breakmg  Ihis right hand grasped a musket, and, to
Judge fiom the violent action of his featwes, lus slumbers
were bungg back a vision of the conflict of which he
was one ot the few suivivols A shout-—deep and loud
m his dieammng faney—found its way m an imperfect
muimur to lus lips, and, starting even at the shghe sound
of his own voice, he suddenly awoke The first act of
1evnang recollection was to mahe ansious ingunies
1espeeting the condition of lus wounded fellow-tiaveller
The latter shook his head,

“Reuben, my boy,” sard he, “ thus 10ck beneath wich
we 81t wiil serve for an old hunter’s giavestone  Theie 1s
many and many a loug nmule of howlmg wildeiness before
us yet, nor will 1t avail me anything 1f the smoke of my
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own chinmey were but on the other side of that swell of
land The [ndian hullet was deadher than I thought ”

“You ate weary with our thiee days’ tiavel,” replied
the youth, “and a hittle longer 1est will recruit you. Sit

you here while I search the woods for the herbs and
100ts that must be our sustenance, and, having eaten, you
shall lean on me, and we will tuin our faces homeward.
I doubt not that, with my help, you can attain to some
one of the fiontier gartisons”

“There 1s not two days’ Iife in me, Reuben,” said the
other, calmly, “and I will no longer burden you with my
useless body, when you can scarcely support your own.
Your wounds me deep and yowr strength 1s failing fast,
yet, if you hasten onward alone, you may be preserved.
Tor me theie 1s no hope, and I will await death here”

“If 1t must be so, I will 1eman and watch by you,”
said Reuben, 1esolutely.

“No, my son, no,” r1ejomed hus companion  “ Let the
wish of a dymg man have weight with you, give me one
grasp of your hand, and get you hence Think you that
my last moments will be eased by the thought that I
leave you to die & more lingerng death? I have loved
you like a father, Reuben; and at a time hike this T
should have something of a father’s authouity I charge
you to be gone, that I may die mn peace”

“ And because you have been a father to me, should T
therefore feave you to pensh and to lie unbunied m the
wildeiness ?” exclaimed the youth “No, if your end
be m truth approaching, T will watch by you and recene
your paiting words I will dig a grave hete by the
1ock m whieh, if my weakness overcome me, we will 2est
together. or if Heaven gives me strength, I will seck my
way home” ’

“In the cities and wherever men dwell,” 1eplied the
other, “they buiy then dead in the eaith, they hide
them from the sight of the Ining, but here, where no
step may pass pethaps for o hundied years, wherefore
should I not rest beneath the open sky, covered only by
the oak leaves when the autumn winds shall stiew them?
And for a monument, here 15 this giey 1ock on which
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my dymg hand <hall carve ihe name of Roger Malun,
and the traveller mn days to come will know that hue
sleeps o hunter and o warnior.  Tarry not, then, for a
folly hke this, but hasten away, if not for your own sake,
for hers who will ¢l~e be de~olate ”

Malhm spoke the last few words m a faltering vorce,
and then effcet upon his companon was strongly yicible
They vemmded hun that there were other and less
questionable dnties than that of sharing the fate of 2 man
whom g death could not benefit  Nor can 1t be affirmed
that no selfish feehng stiove to enter Reuben's heat,
thongh the conscionsne~s made him more eatnestly re<st
his compamon’s entreatiey

“ How teruible to vwait the slow approach of death n
this solitude ! exelammed he, A biave man does not
shunk m the batile, and, when fisends stand round the
bed, even women may die composedly , but here—"

“T shall not shrink even here, Reuben Bourne,” -
terrupted Malvin ‘T am a man of no weak heart, and,
if T were, there 15 a swmer support than that of camithly
friends  You are young, and Iife 13 dear to you, Your
last moments will need comfort far more than mine, and
whon you have laid me in the earth, and me alone, and
night 1s settling on the forest, you will feel all the bitter-
ness of the death that may now be escaped But I will
utge no sclfish motine to your generous nature Leave
me for my sake, that, having <aid o prayer for your safety,
I may have space to settle my account undistuibed by
wotldly sorrows ”

“And yom daughter—how shall I dme to mect her
eye?” exclimed Reuben  ““She will ask the fate of her
father, shose hfe I vowed to defend with my own  Must
I tell her that he travelled thice days’ march with me
fiom the ficld of battle. and that then I left him to perish
1 the wildetness? Were 16 not hetter to Tie down and
die by your side than to 1etwrn safe and say this to
Dorecas1”

“Tell my daughte,” said Roger Malvin, ¢that, though
youiself sore wounded, and weak, and weary, you led my
. tottering footsteps many a mile, and left me only at my
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carnest enticaty, because I would not have your blood
upon my soul Tell her that thiough pain and danger
you wezre farthful, and that,:if your Tifeblood could have
saved me, 1t would have ﬂowed to 1ts last diop : and tell
her that you will be something deaier than a father, and
that my dying eyes can see a long and pleasant path m
which you will journey together.”

As Malvin spoke he almost raised himself fiom thc
ground, and the eneigy of his concuding words seemed
to fill the wild and lonecly forest with a vision of happ:-
ness ; but, when he sank exhausted upon Ius bed of oak
]ezwes, the hight which had kindled 1 Reuben’s eye was
quenched He felt as i1f 1t were both sin and-folly to
think of happiness at such a moment His compamon
watched his changing countenance, and sought with
generous at to wile him to lus own good

“ Perhaps I deceive myselfin 1egmd to the time I have
to Iive,” he resumed It may be that with speedy
assistance I might recover of my wound The foremost
fugitives must, ere this, have canvied tidings of our fatal
battle to the fronticis, and parties will be out to snccom
those 1 like condition with omselves Should you meet
one of these and guide them hither, who can tell but that
I mey s1t by my own fireside agam ?”

A mownful smile strayed across the featmes of the
dy:mg man as he msmuated that unfounded hope , which,
however, was not without 1ts effect on Reuben No
mezrely selfish motive, nor even the desolate condition of
Dorcas, could have mduced him to desert lus companién
at such a moment—but lus wishes seized upon the
thought that Malvin’s Iife might be pieserved, and Ins
sanguine natme heightened almost to ceitamty the re-
mote possibility of procuring human ud -

“Surely there 1s 1eason, weighty reason, to hope that
fuirends are not far distant, » he sud half alond. “Theie
fled one coward, unw ounded m the begimning of the fight,
and most pwbably he made good speed Every true man
on the fiontier would shoulder his musket at the news,
and, though no party may range so fa1 mto the woods as
thlS T shall perhaps encounter them 1n one day’s maich
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This useless supply he placed within the 1each of the
dyng man, for whom, also, he swept together a fiesh bed
of chy oak leaves Then chimbing to the summit of the
10ck, which on one side was rourrh and bioken, he bent
the oak sapling downward and bound his handkerchief to
the topmost manch  T'ns precaution was not unnecessary
to dnect any who mmght come 1n seaich of Malvm ; for
every part of the1ock except its broad, smooth fiont, was
concealed at a hittle distance by the dense undeigiowth
of the forest The handkerchief had been the bandage of
- a wound upon Reuben’s aim , and, as he bound 1t to the
tice, he vowed by the blood that stammed 1t that he would
1eturn, either to save his companion’s Iife, or to lay s
body 1n the grave. He then descended, and stood, with
downeast eyes, to receive Roger Malvin’s parting woirds

The experience of the latter suggested much and
minute advice respecting the youth’s jomney through the
trackless forest Upon this subject he spoke with calm
earnestness, asif he weie sending Reuben to the battle
or the chase while he nimself 1emained secuie at home,
and not as if the human countenance that was about to
leave him were the last he would ever behold. -But his
firmness was shaken before he concluded

“ Carry my blessing to Doicas, and say that my last
prayer shall be for her and you DBid her to have no
haid thoughts because you left me heire,”—Reuben’s
heart smote hm—*“for that yom Iife would not have
weighed with yon if its sacifice could have done me
good. She will mariy you after she has mourned a lLittle
while for her father , and Heaven grant you long and
happy days, and may yom elildien’s childien stand 10und
your death-hed! And, Reuben,” added he as the weak-
ness of mortahity made its way at last, “1etuin when
your wounds are healed and your wemmess refieshed—
retuin to this wild 1ock, and lay my bones in the grave,
and say a prayer over them ”

An almost superstitious 1egard, auising perbaps fiom
the customs of the Indians, whose war was with the dead
as well as the hiving, was paid by the fiontier mmhabitants
to the rites of sepulture , and there are many instances

U
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of the saciifice of hife m the attempt to buiy those who
have fallen by the “sword of the wilderness " Reuhen,
theiefove, felt the full smportance of the promise which
he most solemnly made to 1eturn and peform Roger
Malvin’s obsequies It was 1emarkable that the latter,
speaking his whole heart in hus parting words, no Jongar
endeavoured to persuade the youth that even the speed-
1est succour might avail to the preservation of his hfe
Reuben was nteinally convineed that be should see
Malvin’s hiving face nomote  Ihis generous nature would
fam have delayed him, at whatever ngk, till the dymg
scene wete past, but the desue of existence and the hope
of happmess had strengthened i his heart, and he was
unable to resist them

“Tt is enough,” smd Roger Malvin, having listened to
Reuben’s promise  “ Go, and God speed youl”

The youth pressed his hand m silence, turned, and was
depmiting  His slow and faltering steps, however, had -
boine him but a hittle way before Malvin’s voice 1ecalled
him,

“ Reuben, Reuben,” said he, faintly, and Reuben re-
twined and knelt down by the dymg man.

“Rauise me, and let me lean aganst the i1ock,” was
bis last 1equest  “ My face will be turned towmids home,
and I shall see you a moment longer as 1ou pass among
the tices”

Reuben, having made the desned alteration m his
companion’s posture, again began his sohtary pilgrimage,
He walked moie hastily at first than was consistent with
his stiength ; for a sort of gwlty feeling, wlich sometimes
toiments men m thenr most justifiable acts, caused him to
seck concealment fiom Malvin's eyes. but after he had
tiodden far upon the 1usthng forest Jeaves he crept back,
mpelled by a wild and pamfud curiosity, and, shelteied
by the earthy 1oots of an uptoin tree, gazed eanestly at
the desolate man  The moining sun was unclouded, and
the trees and shiubs imbibed the sweet an of the month
of May , yet there seemed a gloom on Nature’s face, as
if she sympathized with mortal pam and soriow  Roger
Malvin’s hands were uphfted 1n a fervent prayer, some of
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the woids of which stole thiongh the stillness of the
woods and entered Reuben’s heart, tortuning 1t with an
unutterable pang  They were the bioken accents of a pet1-
tion for his own happiness and that of Doreas ; and, as the
youth hstened, conscience, or somethng m 1ts srmilitude,
pleaded stiongly with him to return and he down again
by the 1ock  He felt how haid was the doom of the kind
and generous being whom he had deserted i bis extiem-
ity Death would come like the slow approach of a
co1pse, stealing gradually towards um thiough the forest
and showmg 1its ghastly and motionless featwies fiom be-
hind & nemer and yet a nearer tree But such must
have been Reuben’s own fate had he tarried another sun-
set; and who shall impite blame to him if he shunk
fiom so useless a sacuifice?  As he gave a pmung look, a
bireeze waved the little banner upon the sapling oak and
1eminded Revben of his vow

- - it * - b

Many encumstances confiibuted to retard the wounded
traveller 1 his way-to the fiontiets  On the second day
the clouds, gatheimg densely over the sky, precluded the
possibility of 1egulating his course by the position of the
sun , and he knew not but that every effort of his almost
exhausted stiength was removing him farther fiom the
home he sought  His scanty sustenance was supphed by
the berries and other spontanecous products of the forest.
Herds of deer, it 18 tiue, sometimes bounded past him,
and partrudges frequently whirted up before Ins footsteps,
but his ammunition had been expended n the fight, and
he had no means of slaying them  Hig wounds, nritated
by the constant exertion m which lay: the only hope of
Iife, wore away his stiength and at mieivals confused s
reason  DBut, cven i the wanderings of mtellect, Reu-
ben’s young heart clung stiongly {o existence, and it was
only through absolute mncapacity of motion that he at
iast sank down beneath a tiee, compelled there to await
death

In this situation he was discovered by a party who,
upon tba first mtelligence of the tight, had been de
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spatched to the rehief of the suisivors. They conveyed
him to the neaiest settlement, wlneh chaneed to be that
of his own 1estdence

Doicas, in the simpheity of the olden time, watched by
the bedside of her wounded lover and adwinistered all
those comforts that are m the sole gift of woman’s heart
and hand. Dumuing several days Reuben’s 1ecollection
strayed drowsily among the peisls and hardships through
which he had passed, and he was incapable of retmining
defimte answers to the mngunics with which many were
cager te haiass im No authentic particulats of the
battle had yet been circulated ; nor could mothers, wives,
and childien tell whether then loved ones weie detamned
by captivity or by the stronger cham of death  Dorcas
noutished her apprehensions 1n silenee, t1ll one afternoon
when Reuben awoke from an unquiet sleep and seemed to
1ccogmse her more peifectly than at any previous time
She saw that s mtellect had become composed, and she
could no longer 1estran her filial anxiety.

“My father, Reuben ?” she began ; but the change in
her lover’s countenance made her pause

The youth shiank ag if with a bitter pam, and the blood
gushed vividly mto lus wan and hollow cheeks  His
first 1mpulse was to cover lus face , but, appatently with
o desperate effort, he half 1msed humself and spohe
vehemently, defendmg himself agamnst an imagmary
accusation

“ Your father was sore wonnded 1n the battle, Doircas,
and he bade me not burden myself with him, but only to
lead him to the lakeside, that he might quench his thnst
and die  But I would not desert the old man in lus
extrenuty, and, though bleedmg\myself, I supported m,
I gave hum half my stiength, and led nm away with me
For three days we jomineyed on together, and your
father was sustamed beyond my hopes ; but, awaking at
sumise on the fourth day, I fonnd him famt and exhausted ;

hedwas unable to piroceed , Ins jife had ebbed away fast ;
an Pl

“He died !” exclaimed Dorcas, famntly
Reuben felt 1t 1mpossible to acknowledge that bis selfish
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love of life had huried him away before her father's fate
was decided, He spoke not, he only bowed his head,
and, between shame and exhaustion, sank back and hid
his face m the pillow. Dorcas wept when her fears weie
thus confiimed , but the shock, as 1t had been long
anticipated, was on that account the less violent

“You dug a giave for my poor father m the wilderness,
Reuben ?” was the question by which her filal piety
mamfested 1tself.

“My hands weie weak, but I did what I could,”
teplied the youth m a smothered tone. “Theie stands o
noble tombstone above his head , and I would to Heaven
I slept as soundly as he !”

Dorcas, percerving the wildness of his latter woids,
mquued no further at the time, but her heart found ease
in the thought that Roger Malvin had not lacked such
funeial rites ag 1t was possible to bestow. 'The tale of
Reuben’s comage and fidelity lost nothmg when she com-
municated 1t to her fuzends , and the poor youth, tottering
from lus sick chamber to breathe the sunny aw, experienced
fiom every tongue the miserable and humliating torture
of unmerited prawse  All acknowledged that he might
woitlily demand the hand of the fan maiden to whose
father he had been *farthful unto death ;” and, as my
tale 18 not of love, 1t shall suffice to say that m the space
of a few months Reuben became the husband of Doicas
Malvin Dwmmg the mariiage ceremony the bride was
covered with blushes; but the bridegioom’s face was

ale. .
P Theie was now m the breast of Reuben Bourne en m-
communicablo thought—somothing which he was to
conceal most heedfully fiom her whom he most loved and
tiusted. e regietted, decply and bitterly, the moral
conardice that had iestiamned his words when he was
about to disclose the truth to Doicas, but piide, the fem
of losing her affection, the drcad of umiversal scorn, forbade
him to 1ectify this falsehood He felt that for leaving
Roger Malvin he deseryed no censure.  ITis presence, the
graturtous sacuifice of his own Iife, would have added only
another and a needless agony to the last moments of the
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dying man, but concealment had imparted to a justifiable
act much of the sceret effect of guilt , and Reuben, while
reason told him that he had done 11ght, experienced 1n no
small degiee the mental hormois which punish the
perpetiator of undiscovered crime By a certain associa-
tion of ideas, he at times almost imagmed himself a
murderer  For yeais, also, a thonght would occasionally
1ecur, which, though he percerved all its folly and extra-
vagance, he had not power to bamish from his mmd It
was o haunting and torturmg fancy that his father-in-law
was yet sitting at the foot of the 1ock, on the withered
forest leaves, alive, and awaiting s pledged assistance.
These mental deceptions, however, came and went, nor
did he ever mistake them for realities , but in the calmest
and clearest moods of his mind he was conscious that he
had o deep vow unrcdeemed, and that an unburied corpse
was calling to hum out of the wilderness Yet such was
the consequence of his prevaucation that he could not
obey the call. It was now too late to requue the assist-
ance of Roger Malvin’s friends m performing his long-
deferred sepulture ; and superstitious fears, of which none
were more susceptible than the people of the outward
settlements, forbade Reuben to go alone  Nerther did he
hnow wheie m the pathless and ilhmitable forest to seek
that smooth and lettered 1ock at the base of which the
body lay , his 1emembrance of every poirtion of his tiavel
thence was indistinet, and the latter-pait had left no 1m-
pression upon ug mind, Theie was, however, a continual
mpulse, a voice audible only to nmself, commanding him
to go forth and 1edeem his vow , and he had a stiange 1m-
pression that, were he to make the tiial, he would be led
straight to Malvin’s bones  But year after year that
summons, unheard but felt, was disobeyed His one
secret thought became like a chun binding down s
spirtt, and like a serpent gnawing mto his heart , and he
was transfoimed mto a sad and downcast yet irmtable
man.

In the course of a few yems after their marrage
changes began to be visible in the external prosperity of
Reuben and Dorcas  The only 1iches of the former had
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been hus stout heart and stiong arm ; but the latiei, her
father’s sole heness, had made her husband master of a
faim, under older cultivation, laiger, and better stocked
than most of the frontier establishments Reuben Bourne,
however, was a neglectful husbandman ; and, winle the
lands of the other settlers became annually more finitful,
his deterrorated in the same proportion  The discourage-
ments to agiiculture were greatly lessened by the cessation
of Indian war, dmng which men held the plough 1n one
hand and the musket in the other, and were fortunate 1f
the produects of then dangeious labour were not destroyed,
either n the field or m the barn, by the savage enemy.
But Reuben did not profit by the alteied condition of the
counfry , nor can 1t be denmied that Iis intervals of
mdustrious attention to his aftans were but scantily
rewarded with success The irntabilily by which he had
“1ccently become distinguished was another cause of hus
declining prosperity, as 1t occasioned frequent quarrels mn
g unavoidable intercourse with the neighboming settlers
The 1esults of these were-innumerable lawsuits, for the
people of New England, mn the eathest stages and wildest
circumstances of the countiy, adopted, whenever attain-
able, the legal mode of deciding thewr differences To be |
brief, the world did not go well with Reuben Bowine, and,
though not till many yeais after his mairiage, he wag
finally a 1ummed man, with but one 1emammg expedient
against the evil fate that had pursued him He was to
throw sunbight mto some deep 1ecess of the forest, and
scek subsistence fiom the vigmn bosom of the wilder-
ness
The only child of Reuben and Doicas was a son, now
artved at the age of fifteen years, beautiful in youth, and
giving promise of a glorious manhood  He was peculiarly
qualified for, and already begun to excel in, the wild
accomplishments of fiontier hfe, His foot was fleet, hug
aim true, his apprehension quick, his heart glad and hugh,
and all who anticipated the 1eturn of Indian war spoke of’
Cyrus Bouine as a future leader m the land  The boy
was Joved by s father -with a deep and silent stiength,
as if whatever was good and bappy mn his own nature had
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been transferied to lus child, caurying Ins affections with
1t,  Even Dotcas, though loving and beloved, was far less
dear to him , for Reuben’s secret thoughts and msulated
emotiong had giadually made bim a selfish man, and he
could no longer love deeply evcept wheie he saw or
imagined some 1eflection o1 likeness of his own mind  In
Cyrus he recognised what he had himself been m other
days , and at mtervals he scemed to partake of the boy’s
spiit and to be 1evived with a fiesh and happy life
Reuben was accompamed by his son m.the expedition, for
the purpose of selecting a tract of land and felling and
buining the wmber, which necessarily preceded the
removal of the household gods Two months of autumn
wete thus occupied, after which Reuben Bowine and s
young hunter retuined to spend then last winter m the
settlements

* * * * *

It was ea1ly m the month of May that the hittle famly
snapped asunder whatever tenduils of affections had clung
to manimate objects, and bade farewell to the few who, n
the blight of fortune, called themselves therr friends
The sadness of the parting moment had, to each of the
pilgrims, 1ts pecuhar alleviations  Reuben, a moody man,
and msanthiopic-because unhappy, strode onwaid with
his usual stern biow and downcast cye, feehng few 1egrets
and disdaning to acknowledge gny. Doreas, while she
wept abundantly over the broken ties by which her simple
and affectionate nature had bound itself to everything,
felt that the imhabitants of her inmost heart moved on
with her, and that all else would be supplied wheiever she
might g And the boy dashed one tear-diop from his
eye, and thought of the adventurous pleasures of the un-
trodden forest

Oh, who, in the enthusiasm of a daydicam, has not
wished that he weie a wonderer m a woirld of summer
wilderness, with one fair and gentle bemg hangimg Lightly
on hisaam? In youth his fiee and exulting step would
know no bainier but the 10lling ocean o1 the snow-topped
mountains ; calme: manhood would choose a home where
Nature had stiewn a double wealth m the vale of some
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‘tiansparent stieam, and when hoary age, after long, long
years of that puie hfe stole on and found him theie, 1t
would find him the father of a race, the patuiaich of a
people, the founder of a mighty nation yet to be  When
death, hke the sweet sleep which we welcome after a day
of happiness, came over hmm, lus far descendants would
mown over the venerated dust Enveloped by tradition
m mysterious attiibutes, the men of future generations
would call hm god-ike, and remote posterity would see
him standing, dimly glorous, far up the valley of a
hundied centuries
The tangled and gloomy fowst through which the
personages “of my tale were wandeimg differed widely from
the dieamer’s land of fantasy, yet there was something
in themr way of Iife that Nature asserted as her own, and
the gnawimg cares which went with them fiom the world
were all that now obstiucted their happmess  One stout
and shaggy stead, the bearer of all thewr wealth, did not
shrmk fiom the added weight of Dorcas, although her
haidy bieeding sustained her, duiing the latter part of
each day’s jouiney, by her husband’s side Reuben and
his son, then muskets on then shoulders and then axes
slung behind them, kept an unwearied pace, each watch-
mg with a hunter’s eye for the game that supplied theiwr
food. When hunger bade, they halted and prepaied
therr meal on the bank of some unpolluted forest brook,
which, as they knelt down with thusty hps to drmk,
murmuted a sweet unwillingness, like a maiden at love’s
fizst kiss They slept beneath a hut of bianches, and
awoke at peep of hight 1efieshed for the toils of another
day. Dorcas and the boy went on joyously, and even
Reuben’s spinit shone at mtervals with an outward glad-
ness , but mwardly there was a cold, cold soriow, which
he compared to the snow drifts lymg deep mn the glens
and hollows of the 11vulets while the leaves weie brightly
gireen above
Cyius Bomine was sufficiently skilled 1n the tiavel of
the woonds to observe that his father did not adheie to
the comse tlc, had pursued m then expedition of the
preceding autumn  They weie now keeping faither to
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the notth, stuking out more directly fiom the settlements,
and mto a region of which savage beasts and savage men
were as yet the sole possessors The boy sometimes
hinted his opimions upon the subjeet, and Reuben listened
attentively, and once or twice altered the direction of
therr march in accordance with his son’s counsel , but,
having so done, he seemed 11l at case  His quick and
wandeung glances weie sent forward, appaiently in
search of eneries lmking behind the tree trunks, and,
seeing nothing there, he would cast his eyes backwaids
as if m fear of some pursuer  Cyius, perceiving that s
father gradually 1esumed the old directiou, forbore to 1n-
terfere , nor, though something began to weigh upon his
heart, did his adventurous natuie perrit him to regret
the 1ncreased length and the mystery of their way.

On the afternoon of the fifth day they halted, and made
their simple encampment nearly an how before sunset
The face of the country, for the last few miles, had been
diversified by swellg of land resembling huge waves of a
petrified sea , and in one of the corresponding hollows, a
wild and romantic spot, had the family reared their hut
and kindled then fiie  Theie 1s something chilling, and
yet heart-warming, in the thought of these thiee, umted
by strong bands of love and insulated from all that
breathe beside The daik and gloomy pimes looked down
upon them, and, as the wind swept through then tops, a
pitying sound was heard i the forest ; or did these old
trees groan in fear that men weie come to lay the axe to
their 1o0ots"at last? Reuben and his son, while Doreas
made ready their meal, proposed to wander out in search
of game, of which that day’s march afforded them no
supply. The boy, promismg not to guit the vicmity of
the encampment, bounded off with a step as hight and
elastic as that of the deer he hoped to slay, while his
fathei, feeling a transient happiness as he gazed after him, -
was about to purtsue an opposite direction. Dorecas, m
the meantime, had seated herself near their fiie of fallen
branches, upon the mossgiown and moulderng trunk of
a tree uprooted years before. Her employment, diversi-
fied by an occasional glance at the pot, now beginning to

1
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simmer over the blaze, was the perucal of the current
year’s MassachusettsAlmanae, w hich, with the exception
of an old blackletter Bible, compused all the hterary
wealth of the family. None pay a greater 1egard to
abitiary divisions of time than those who are excluded
from society , and Dorcas mentioned, as if the forma-
tion were of impoitance, that 1t was now the twelfth of
May. Her husband started. .

“The twelfth of May! I should remember 1t well,”
muttered he, while many thoughts occasioned a momen-
tary confusion m his muzd. “Where am I? Whither
am I wandeimg? Where did I leave him?1”

Dorcas, too well accustomed to her husband’s wayward
moods to mnote any peculiarity of demeanour, now lad
aside the almanac and addiessed him m the mournful
tone which the tenderhearted appiopriate to guiefs long
cold and dead,

“It was nem this time of the month, eighteen years
ago, that my poor father left this woild for a better He
had 2 kind arm to hold Ins head and a kind vowce
to cheer him, Reuben, i bis Iast momeunts, and the
thought of the faithful caie you'took of him has com-
forted me many a tume smce Ob, death would have
b}een awful to a solitmy man m a wild place like
this !”

“Piay Heaven, Dorcas,” smd Reuben, in a bioken
voice, ‘“pray Heaven that neither of us tinee diessolitmy
and lies unburied m this howhng wildeiness!'”  And he
hastened away, leaving her to watch the fire beneath the
gloomy pines .

Reuben Bouine’s 1apid pace gradually slackened as the
pang, unmtentionally mfhicted by the words of Doicas,
became less acute Many stiange reflections, however,
thionged upon him ; and, straying onward rather like a
sleep-walker than a hunte, 1t was attributable to no care -
of hus own that Ins devious course kept him m the viemnity
of the encampment  His steps weie imperceptibly led
almost in a cncle, nor did he observe that he was on the
veige of a tiact of land heavily timbered, but not with
pme tiees. The place of the latter was hele supplied by

4
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oaks and other of the harder woods, and around their
roots clustered a dense and bushy undergiowth, leaving,
howevel, bairen spaces between the trees thick stiewn
with withered leaves  Whenever the 1usthing of the
biranches or the creaking of the ttunks made a sound, as
if the forest were wakmg fiom slnmber, Reuben instine-
tively raised the musket that rested on his aim, and cast
o quick, sharp glance on overy side; but, convineced by
a partial observation that no anmmal was near, he would
agamn give himself up to s thoughts  IIe was musmg
on the stiange mfluence that had led him away fiom s
premeditated courze, and so far into the depths of the
wilderness  Unable to penctrate fo the seerct place of
his soul where Ius motives lay hidden, he believed that a
supernatuial voice had called hun onward, and that a
supernatutal power had obstructed lus ietreat He
tiusted that 1t was Heaven’s mtent to afford him an
opportunity of exprating his sin, he hoped that he might
find the bones so long unbuiied; and that, having lad
the earth over them, peace would throw its sunlight into
the sepulchre of lus heart  From the-e thoughts he was
aroused by a 1usthng m the forest at some distance from
the spot to which he had waundered. Perceiving the
motion of some object behmd a thick veil of undeigrowth,
he fired, with the instinct of a hunter and the aim of a
practised maksman. A low moan, wluch told his
success, and by which even ammals can express theiwr
dymg agony, was unheeded by Reuben Bowrne  What
were the recollections now breaking upon him %

The thicket mto which Renben nad fited was near the
summt of a swell of land, and was clustered around the
base of arock, which, 1 the shape and smoothness of
one of 1ts suifaces, was not unlike a gigantic gravestone
As if reflected in a muior, its hikeness was in Reuben's
memory. He even recogmised the vens which seemed to
form an nseription mn forgotten chmacters everything
1emamed the same, except Yhat a thick covert of bushes
shrouded the lower paut of the 1ock, and would have
hidden Roger Malvin had he still been sitting there.
Yet m the next moment Reuben’s eye was c'mfrht by
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another change that time had effected since he Iast stood
wheie he was now standing again behind the earthy 100ts
of the uptorn tiee  The sapling to which he had bound
the blood-stained symbol of lus vow had mereased and
stiengthened mnto an oak, far mdeed from 1ts maturity,
but with no mean spiead of shadowy bianches Thete
was one singularity observable m this tiee which made
Reuben tremble The middle and lower branches weie
Juvmiant hife, and an excess of vegetation had fringed the
trunk almost to the ground , but a blight had appaiently
stricken the upper part of the oak, and the very topmost
bough was withered, sapless, and utterly dead Reuben
remembered how the little banner bad fluttered on that
topmost bough, when 1t was gieen and lovely, eighteen
yeais before. Who's guilt had blasted 1t %

% 3. S = #* >

Doreas, after the depaitmie of the two hunters, con-
tinued her prepmations for then evenmng 1epast Her
sylvan table was the moss-covered tiunk of a lmge fallen
tice, on the broadest part of which she had spread a snow-
white cloth and armanged what weie left of the bright
pewter vessels that had been her pride m the settlements
It had a stiange aspect, that one hittle spot of homely.
comfort m the desolate hemit of Natute. The sunshine
yet hingered upon the higher bianches of the trees that
giew on using ground | but the shadows of evening had
deepened into the hollow where the encampment was
made, and the fitelight beégan to 1edden as 1t gleamed up
the tall trunks of thc pines or hovered on the dense and
obscure mass of foliage that circled 10und the spot  The
heart of Dorcas was not sad, for she felt thatit was
better to journey m the wilderness with two whom she.
loved than to be a lonely woman m a crowd that. cared
not for her  As she busied heiself m aranging seats of
mouldermg wood, covered with leaves, for Reuben and
her son, her voice danced through the gloomy forest i
the measure of a song that she had learned in youth,
The rude melody, the production of a bard who won no
name, was descriptive of a winter eveming m a frontier
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cottage, when, secured from savage mroad by the high-
piled snow duifts, the family rejoiced by their own fireside.
The whole song possessed the nameless charm peculiar to
unbornrowed thought, but four continually-1ecurring lines
shone out from the1est like the blaze of the heaith whose
joys they celebiated Into them, working magic with a
few simple woids, the poet had instilled the very essence
of domestic love and household happiness, and they were
poetry and picture jomned m one As Dorcas sang, the
walls of her fursaken home seemed to encncle her ; she
no longer saw the gloomy pmmes, nor hemid the wind,
which still, as she began each veise, sent a heavy bicath
thiough the bianches and died away mn a hollow moan
fiom the burden of the song She was aroused by the re-
port of a gun i the viemity of the encampment, and
- either, the sudden sound or her loneliness by the glowing
fire caused her to tiemble violently The next moment
ghe laughed m the pride of a mother’s heart.

“My beantiful young hunter! My boy has slama
deex !'” she exclaimed, recollecting that in the dnection
whence the shot proceeded Cyrus had gone to the chase

She waited a 1easonable time to hea her son’s hght
step bounding over the rusthng leaves to tell of his suc-
cess. DBut he did not mmediately appear; and she sent
her cheerful voice among the trees in search of him

“Cyius ! Cyrust?”

His coming was still delayed , and she determined, as
the 1eport had appaiently been very neaz, to seck for him
m petson  Her assistance, also, might be necessary in _
biinging home the vemson which she flattered heiself he
had obtained She theiefore set forward, diecting her
steps by the long-past sound, and simging as she went,
n order that the boy might be awaie of her approach and
run to meet her. TFrom behmnd the triunk of cvery tice
and fiom every hidmng-place m the thick foliage of the
undergiowth she hoped to discover the countenance of
her son, laughing with the sportive mischief that 1s born
of affection The sun was now beneath the horizon, and
the ight-that came down among the trees was sufficiently
dim to create many 1llusions i het expecting fancy. Sevs .
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eral times she scemed indistinctly to see his face gazing
out fiom among the leaves ; and once she imagned that
he stood beckommng to her at the base of a craggy 1ock
Keeping her eyes on this object, however, 1t proved to be
no moie than the tiunk of an oak, fimged to the very
ground with hittle branches, one of which, thiust out far-
ther than the rest, was shaken by the breeze Making
her way round the foot of the 10ck, she suddenly found
herself close to her husband, who had approached in an-
other dunection  Leaning upon the butt of his gun, the
muzzle of which 1ested upon the withered leaves, he was
appatently absorbed m the contemplation of some object
at s feet ,

“ How 1s thig, Reuben? Have you slain the deer and
fallen asleep over him?” exclanned Doreas, laughmg
cheerfully, on her first shght observation of lis posture
and appearance

He stured not, neither did he twin his eyes towards
her ; and a cold, shuddeimng fear, indefinite n its source
and object, began to creep mto her blood. She now per-
corved that her husband’s face was ghastly pale, and s
features were rigid, as 1if incapable of assuming any other
expiession than the stiong despan which had hardened
upon them. He gave not the shghtest evidence that he
was anare of her approach

“TFor the love of Heaven, Reuben, speak to me!”
cried Doteas, and the stzange sound of her own voice
aflughted her even moie that the dead silence

Her husband staited, stared mio her face, diew her to
the front of the 10ck, and pomted with lus finger

0O, thero lay the boy, asleep, but dicamless, upon the
fallen forest leaves! His cheek rested upon Ins arm—
his cutled locks were thrown back from Ins biow—
s hmbs weie shghtly iclaxed. Had o sudden
weariness overcome the youthful hunter? Would lus
mother’s voice arouse him 7 She knew that 1t was
death.

“This broad 1ock 1s the gravestone of your near
kindred, Doicas,” said her husband. * Your tears will
fall at once over your father and your son,”

¢
—
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She heard bim not  With onc wild shiek, that
seemed to force its way fiom the sufferer’s inmost soul,
she sank msensible by the side of her dead boy. At
that moment the witheied topmost bough of the oak
loosened 1tself in the stilly an, and fell m soft, light
fragments upon the 1o0ck, upon the leaves, upon Reuben,
upon his wife and child, and upon Roger Malvin's
bones  Then Reuben’s hemt was stricken, and the
tears gushed out like water fiom a 1ock The vow
that the wounded youth had:made the blighted man had
come to 1edeem  His sm was expiated—the cumise
was gone from him, and in the hour when he had shed
blood dearer to hum than s own, a prayei, the first for
years, went up to Heaven from the lips of Reuben
Bourne.



P.’S CORRESPONDENCE

My unfortunate firlend P has lost the thread of Ius
hfe by the interposition of long mtervals of paitially
disordered reason. The past and piesent aie jumbled
together 1 Jus mind m a manner often productive of
cutious 1esults, and. which will be better undeistood
after the perusal of the followmg letter than fiom any
descuiption that I could give The poor fellow, without
once stirring fiom the little whate-washed, 1ron grated
1oom to which he alludes m his fiist paragraph, is
nevertheless o great taaveller, and meets in his wander-
ings n vauety of personages who have long ceased to
be wisible to any eye save his own In my opinion, all
this is not so much a delusion as a patly wilfnl and
party mvoluntary sport of the mmagination, to which Iis
disease has impaited such moibid energy that he beholds
theso spectial scenes and chaiacters with no less dis-
tinctness than a play upon the stage, and with somewhat
more of illusive credence. Many of lus letters me m
my possesston, some based upon the same vagary as the
prezent one, and others upon hypotheses not a whit
shott of it mn absurdity. The whole foim a series of
cortespondence, which, should fate scasonably remove
my poor fizend fiom what 15 to him a world of moon-
shme, I promise myzelf a pious pleasure m cdifing
fou the public eye. P. had always a hankeing after
hterary 1eputation, and has made more than one
unsuccessful effoit to achieve 1t It would not be a
Iittle odd if, after missing Ins object while seeking it
by the ight of reason, he should prove to have stumbled
upon 1t m lhis misty excursions beyoud the hmits of
santy.
X
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LoxvoX, February 29, 1845

My pEAR Fricyp,—Old associations cling to the mind
with astonishing tenacity. Daily custom grows up about
us hike a stone wall, and consolidates 1itself mnto almost
as material an entity as mankind’s strongest architectune.
It 13 sometimes a serious question with me whether 1deas
be not 1eally visible and tangible and endowed with all
the other qualities of matter, Sitting as I do at this
moment i my hned apaitment, wiitimg beside the
hearth, over which hangs a punt of Queen Victoria,
Tistening to the mufiled roar of the world’s metiopols,
and with a window at but five pacey distant, through
which, whenever T please, I can gaze out on actual
London—w1th all this positive certamty as to my where-
abouts, what kind of notion, do you think, is just now
perplexing my bramn? Why—would you believe 1t %—
that all this time T am still an mbabitant of that wearl-
some little chamber—that white-washed little ehamber—
that little chamber with its one tmall window, across
which, from some insciutable i1eason of taste or con-
venience, my landlord had placed a row of non bars—
that same little chamber, m short, whither your kind-
ness has 50 often brought you tc visit me! Will no
length of time or breadth of space enfianchise me from
that unlovely abode? T travel; but it scems to be like
the snml, with my house upon my head. Ah, well! I
am veiging, I suppose, on that pertod of life when
present scenes and events make but fecble impiessions
i compaiison with those of yoie, so that I must 1econ-
cile myself to De more and moie the pusoner of Memory,
who merely lets me hop about a hitle with her cham
atound my leg

My letters of mtioduction have been of the utmost
se1vice, enabling me to make the acquamtance of several
distinguished chaacters who, until now, have scemed as
1emote from the sphete of my personal mntercomse as the
wits of Quecn Anne’s time or Ben Jonson’s compotators
at the Mcrmaid, One of the fitst of which I availed
myself was the letter to Lord Byrion 1 found his lond-
ship looking much older than T Lad antieipated, although,
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considering Ius former miegulauties of hife and the
varous wear and tear of his constitution, not older than
n man on the veige of sty 1easonably may look. Dut
1 had mvested his earthly fiame, mm my mmagmation,
with the poet’s spunitual mmmortality  He weas a
brown wig, very lnxmiantly cuiled, and extending down
over his forchend. The cexpiession of his eyes 15 con-
cealed by spectacles His early tendency to obesity
having mcrensed, Lord Byron is now enormously fat—so
fat as to give the mmpression of a person quite overladen
with his own flesh, and without sufficient vigour to
diffuse his personal life thiough the great mass of
corporeal substance which weighs upon him so ciuelly.
You gaze at the mortal heap, and, wlule 1t fills your
eye with what puiports to be Byion, you murmur within
yourself, “TFor Heaven’s sake, wheie 18 he?” Were I
disposed to be caustic, I might consider this mass of
carthly miatter as the symbol, 1n a material shape, of
those evil habits and carnal vices which unspuituahre
man’s nature and clog up lus avenues of communication
with the better hife, But this would be too haish , and,
besides, Loid Byron’s morals have been improving while
his outward man has swollen to such wuuconscionable
cuwcumference. Would that he were leaner; for, thongh
he did me the honour to present s hand, yet 1t was
so puffed out with alien substance that I could not
feel as 1f T had touched the hand that wiote Childe
Harold.

On my entiance bhis lordship apologized for not rising
to 1ccerve mc, on the sufficient plea that the gout for
several yeais past had taken up its constant residence in
Ins 11ght foot, which accordmngly was swathed m many
10lls of flannel and deposited upon a cushion  The
other foot was hudden 1n the drapery of the chain Do
you recollect whether Byron’s right o1 left foot was the
deformed one? -

The noble poet’s 1econcilintion with Lady Byion 1s
now, as you aie awae, of ten years’ standing , nor does
1t exhibit, T am assuired, any symptom of breach or frac-
turoc  They are smid to be, if not a happy, at least a con
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tented, or at all events, a quiet couple, descending the
slope of life with that toletable degree of mutual sup-
port which will enable them to come easily and com-
fortably to the bottom. It 15 pleacant to ieflect how
entnely the poet has redeemed his youthful errors in
this pmticadar,  Iler Jadyship’s influence, 1t 1cjoices me
to add, has been productive of the happiest results
upon Lord Byron in a rehgious pomnt of view. He now
combines the most 11gid tenets of Methodiem with the
ultia doctrines of the Puseyites; the former being per-
haps due to the convicetions wrought upon his mind by
his noble consort, while the latter are the embroidery
and pictutesque ilummation demanded by his imagmna-
tive chatacter. Much of whatever expenditure his in-
creasing habits of thnft contimue to allow him is bestowed
m the 1eparation or beautifymg of places of worship,
and this nobleman, whose name was once considered a
synonym of the foul fiend, 18 now all but canomized as
o samt in many pulpits of the metropolis and else-
where, In politics, Lord Byion 1s an uncompiomusing
Consexvative, and loses no opportumty, whether 1 the
House of Lords or in puvate ciicles, of denouncing
and 1cpudiating the mischievous and anarchical notions
of his emlier day Notr does he fail to wisit simlar sins
1 other people with the sincerest vengeance which his
somewhat blunted pen 1s capable of inflicting. Southey
and ho a1e on the most mtimate terms  You are aware
that, some little time before the death of 3looie,
Byion caused that brilhant but ieprebensible man
to be ejected from lus house Aloote took the msult so
much to heait that it 15 said to have been one gicat
cause of the fit of illness whieh brought lum to the
grave Others pretend that the Iymst died mn a very
happy state of mund, singmmg one of his own sacred
melodies, and expressing his belief that 1t would he head
within the gate of pmadise, and gan hun iustant
and honourable admittance I wish he may have found
1t so

I failed not, as you may suppose, m the comse of con-
versation with Lord Byion, to pay the meed of homage
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due to a mighty poet, by allusions to passages in Childe
Iarold, and Manfied, and Don Juan, which have made so
laige o portien of the music of my life My words,
whether apt or otherwise, were at least waim with the
enthusiasm of one worthy to dizcomise of immortal
psy It was evident, however, that they did not go
precisely to the 11ght spot. I could perceive that there
was some mistake or othei,.and was not a Little angty
with myself, and ashamed of my aboitive attempt to
thiow back, fiom my onn hemt to the gifted author’s
ear, the ccho of those stiams that have 1esounded
throughout the world  But by and-by the secret pecped
quietly ont  Byron—I have the mfoimation fiom his
own lips, so that you need not hesitate to 1epeat 1t
literary cncles—Byion is preparmg a new edition of his
complete works, carefully couected, expmgated, and
amended, m accordance with lus present cieed of taste,
morals, politics, and 1ehgion. It so happened that the
vely passages of highest inspiration to which I had
alluded wele among the condemned and 1ejected rubbish
which it 18 hus purpose to cast imto the gulf of oblivion
To whisper you the truth, it appears 1o me that Ius pas-
stons having buined out, the extinction of then vivid and
riotous flame has deprived Lord Byion of the 1illumma-
tion by which he not meiely winte, but was enabled to
feel and compiehend what he had written. Positively
he no longer understands his own poetry.

Tlus became very appairent on his favommng me so far
as to 1ead o few specimens of Don Juan in the moralized
version  Whatever 15 licentious, whatever disiespectful
to the sacted mysteries of om fath, whatever moibidly
melancholic o1 splenetically spoitive, whatever assails
settled constitutions of government or systems of society,
whatever could wound the sensibility of any mortal, ex-
cept a pagan, a 1epublican, or a dissenter, has been unie-
lentmgly blotted out, and its place supplied by unexcep-
tionable verses m tus lordships later style You may
judge how much of the poem remams as hitherto pub-
lished The result 13 mnot so good as might be wished,
in plam terms, 1t 13 a very sad affau 1indeed, for, though
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the torches Londled m Tophet hrve boen o tuui od,
thicy leave an abominebly il cdom, wnd oL neecudo s b2
no glupses of helloved e Tt 13 o be hn;m? nesers
thele~s, thal thes attempt on Lord Byron' part to atone
for s youthful crrers will o longth aeluce the Deen of
Vestmmater, ot whafever churchnum iy conernnd, to
allow Thorwaldeen’s statne of the poct its doe nicke in
the grand old Abbey, s bones, yen Pnew, when
bronght from Grevee, were duned eepulture among the o
of Ins tuneful brothren these,

What a vile shp of the pen was that! How abeurd in
me to talll abont anzing the bones of Divon, whom I
have jut seen alive, md eneaced s a big, round bulk of
flesh ' But, to say the finth, o pmdr;:mwl; fat man al-
Way imptc‘x‘-cs me as a hind of hobzoblm, in the very
extravagance of s mortal system 1 Lnd somethivg slan
to the nomatanality of o ghost,  And then that
ndicndous ol story darted mto my mind, how thst
Byron died of fever at Mucolongla, sbove twenty years
ago. More and more 1 recoguire that we duell in a
world of shadows, and. f;r my put, I hold 1t hardly
worth the f{rouble to attempt o ditinetin batwern
shadows m the mind and shadows out of 1t. I there be
any difference; the former are 1aiher the moie sub-
stantinl,

Only think of my gocd fartune' The 1cnerable
Robert Burns—unow, 1f I mistahe not, m hs eighty-
seventh year—happens to be maling a viat to London,
as if on purpose to afiord me an vpportunity of gra-pmg
him by the hand  Tor upwards of twenty years pist he
has haidly left us quiet cottage in Aytsinre for a smgle
mght, and has only becn drawn hither now by the me-
sistible persuasions of 21l the distinguished men in Ing-
land  They wish to celebrate the pqtrmch s bnthday bv
a festival ~ It will be the greatest literary trinmph on
record.  Piay Heaven the Iittle spint of life within the
nged bard’s bosom may not L extinguished m the lustre
of that hom ! Thave alieady had the honour of an 1n-
tioduction to him at {he Butish Museum, where he was
examming a collection of his own unpublished letiers.
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mteispersed with songs, which have escaped the notice of
all ns biographess

Poh! Nonsense! What am I thimking of? How
should Buins have been embalmed 1 biogiaphy when he
1s still a hearty old man?

The figuie of the baid 1s tall and m the hoghest degiee
reverend, noy the less so that 1t 1s much bent by the
burden of time His white hair floats Iike a snow duift
around his face, 1 which are seen the furows of ntellect
and passion, like the channels of headlong torrents that
have foamed themselves avay. The old gentleman 15 m
excellent pieservation covsiderng his time of life He
has that crickety sort of hiveliness—I mean the cicket’s
humour of chupng for any cause or none—which 1s per-
haps the most favourable mood that can befall extreme
old age. Our pude foalnds us to desne 1t fo1 owmsclves,
although we perceive 1t to be a beneficence of natme in
the case of others I was suiprised to find 1t 1n Burns
Tt seems as_if hig ardent hemit and brilliant magination
had both buined down to the last embeis, leaving only a
little flickering flame in one corner, which keeps dancing
upward and laughing all by itself. He 1s no longe:
capable of pathos” At the 1equest of Allan Cunningham,
he attempted to sing his own song to Mary mn Heaven,
but 1t was evident that the feeling of those veises, so
profoundly true and so simply expressed, was entirely
beyond the scope of his present sensibilities, and, when
a touch of it did partially awaken him, the tears im-
mediately gushed mto hus eyes and his voice broke imnto
a tremulous cackle And yet he but indistinctly knew
wheiefore he was weeping, Ah! he must not think again
of Mary in Heaven until he shake off the dull imped:-
ment of time and ascend to meet hexr there

Burns then began to repeat Tam O’Shanter, but was
so tickled with 1ts wit and humour—of which, however,
I suspect he had but a traditionary sense—that he soon
buist 1mto a fit of chniuping laughter, succeeded by a
cough, which brought this not very agreeable exhibition
to a close On the whole, T would rather not have wit-
nessed 1t It 1s a satisfactory idea, however, that the
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st forly yemto of the p st pet’e fle Late bon
pas cdoam competene: and poe ."wu oo afort. Hasios boon
catid of Jus bardie yuptosvlones £ .'*s': g ot
aud grovn ops siteative te 1he 1o in chancen .,
Seotvman <hould bey e §- now O hlcnd to he quata s
off #3 to peeuniny cirevaa tanees This, T orapp ey o
vorth baving hwd 10 Joug for,

I took occasinn to fnguure of ¢ ane of e ¢ mintiznioa
of Buins dn aegerd to the heduioof S Wa'ltig :‘:‘ 't
His conditrn, 1 am corry to oy, veming the cane et £
ten years pact; itz thet of o hopeles prralytis, pdaicd
not more Loy than i thes: noble attobutes of vl
the bady o thy mwotianvnt And fhus he vesctates
from dny tu day and frem Teqr fo yoar at that eplondid
fautasy of AUbut<ford, which grew “ont of B Lrun, amd
became a symbol of the grent 1ominneces tastes, ferhings,
studies, prejudiees, and medes of mt Hoot, Wihetherin
versg, prose, or arelutecture, he Could achrere but cow
thing, although thet on> m Infimite sardety. Thure he
reclings, on nconch m fins Ibriee, and o «ad to spewd
whole hours of every day in ("‘ristm" tales to an rmanu-
ensis—io an unagmary amanuenss 3 for it e not deomed

vorth any ono's ‘trouble noy to take don what flow
from that once brthant fnes, every imeae of which wie
formerly worth gold and eapable of veing eoimel Yof
Cuaummmgham, who hae Jutely seen Lin, svoures me fhat
there 13 now aud then a tonch of the genn—a stukivg
combination of incident, or a pretaresque trait of chor-
acter, such” as no other mnn alive ¢Huld have Iut off—
ghmmer from that rtwmed mind, as of the sun had -l
denly flashed on a halfrasted helmet m the gloom of an
ancient hall,  But the plots of these tmnnces become
meatucably confured ; the characters mclt into one
another ; and the tale loses itself hiie the course of «
stream ﬂm\m" through muddy and marshy ground

For my p.u*t I can hmdly regmet that Sic Walter
Scott had Jost his consciousness of outward things before
his woths went out of vogue Tt was good that e shonld
forget s fame rather than that fame should first have
for"ottcn im.  Weie he still & writer, and a5 buthant a
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one as ever, he could no longer mamtun anything hike
the same position in hiterature  The woild, now-a-days,
1equues & more cainest purpose, a deeper moral, and a
closer and homelier truth than he was qualified to supply
it with  Yet who can be to the present genciation even
what Scott has been to the past? I had evpectations
fiom a young man—one Dickens—who published a few
magazine articles, very rich in humowm, and not without
symptoms of genwne pathos, but the poor fellow died
shoitly after commenomg an odd series of sketches, cn-
tatled, I think, the Pickwick Papers. Not impossibly the
woild has lost moie than 1t dieams of by the untimely
death of this Mr. Dickens

-Whom do you thmk I met i Pall Mall the other day ?
You would not hit 1t 1 ten guesses  Why, no less a man
than Napoleon Bonaparte, or all that is now left of him—
that 1s to say, the skin, bones, and corpoieal substance,
Little cocked hat, green coat, white biceches, and small
sword, which ae still known by his 1edoubtable name
e was attended only by two policemen, who walked
quictly behind the phauntasm of the old ex-emperor, ap-
pearmg to have no duty m 1cgmd to Inm except to sec
that none of the light-fingered gentry should possess
themselves of the star of the Legion of Honour Nobody
save myself so much as turned to looked after him ; noi,
1t grieves me to confess, could even T confiive to muster
up any tolerable interest, even by all that the warhike
spiit, formerly mamfested within that now deciepit shape,
had wiought upon om glebe Thete is no smer method
of amubilating the magic influence of a great renown
than by exlibiting the possessor of 1t 1 the decline, the
overthrow, the utter degradation of his powers,—Dbuied
beneath his own mor tality,—and lacking even the qunalities
of sense that enable the most ordimary men to bear them-
selves decently in the eye of the woild.  This 1s thestate
to which discase, ngmavated by, long endwmance of a tio-
pical climate, and aseisted by old age,—for he 15 now
above seventy,—has 1educed Bonaparte  The Buitish
governmenk has acted shrewdly i retransporting hmm
from St. Ilelena to England  They should now 1estare
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say, what 1s known to all the world, that this celebrated
poet has for many years past been reconciled to the
church of England In his more recent works he has
applied his fine powers to the vindication of the Christian
faith, with an especial view to that paiticular develop-
ment Latteily, as you may not have heard, he has
taken o1ders and been inducted to a small countiy living
m the gift of the loid chancellor Just now, luckily for
me, he has come to the metropohs to superntend the
publication of a volume of discourses treating of the
poetico-philosophical proofs of Chiistianity on the basis of
the Thuty-nine Articles On my first introduction I felt
no hittle embarrassment as to the manner of combining
what T had to say to the author of Queen Mab, the Revolt
of Islam, and Prometheus Unbound with such acknow-
ledgments as might be acceptable to a Christian mimster
and zealous upholder of the established chwch But
Shelley soon placed me at my ecase  Standing wheire he
now does, and 1eviewing all his successive productions
from a higher point, he assures me that theze 1s a harmony,
an order, a 1egular procession, which enables him to lay
his hand upon any one of the earhier poems and say, ‘“ This
18 my work,” with precisely the same complacency of con-
science wherewithal he contemplates the volume of dis-
comses above mentioned They are like the successive
steps of a stancase, the lowest of which, in the depth of
chaos, 15 as essential to the suppoit of the whole as the
highest and final one resting upon the threshold of the
heavens I felt half mchned to ask bim what would have
been his fate had he perished on the lower steps of his
stancase instead of bmlding s way aloft mto celestial
brightness

How all this may be I netther pretend to undeistand
nor geatly care, so long as Shelley has 1eally climbed, as
1t secems he has, from a lower 1egion to a loftier one
Without touching upon then 1ehgious ments, I consider
the productions of his matuiity supeiior, as poems, to
those of his youth They are waimer with human love,
which has sei1ved as an interpreter between his mind and
the multitude. The author has leained to dip his pen
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oftener mio hig heart, and hes therely avorded the faulty
mto which a too exclusive use of faney and mtellect are
wont to hetiay lnm,  Toreaily bis page was often hittle
othar than a conarele mrangement of cryvstalhization,, or
even of icicles, as cold as they were buthant.  Now jou
tako it to your hemt, and are conscious of a heart wannth
responsive to your own.  In his prnvate eharacter Shelley
can hmdly have grown more gentle, kind, and affectionate
than s filends always represented him to be up fo that
digastions might when he was drowned m the Mediter-
ramean.  Nonsense, agam—sheer noncense ! What am [
babbling about? T was thinking of that old figment of
his being lost in the Bay of Spezzia, and vashed nshore
noar Via Regoio, and burned to ashes on o funeral pyre,
with wme, and spices, and fiankmeense, wlile Iyion
stood on the beach and beheld a flame of marvellous
beauty mse heavenwad from the dead poet’s heart, and
that lus fhd-punified relies were finally buised near his
child m Roman carth. If all tlus happened thiee and
twenty years ago, how could T have et the diowned,
and buined, and buried man here m London only yester-
day?

Before quitting the subject, J may mention that Dr
Regmald Ieber, heietofore Bishop of Caleutta, but 1e-
cently tianslated to « sce m Xngland, called on Shelley
while I was with bim.  They appeared to be on terms of
very cordinl intimacy, and ae said to have o joint poem
in contemplation.  What a shiange, incongruous dicam is
the hfe of man !

Coletidge has at last finished his poem of Chuistabel
Tt will be wsued entine by old John Muriay m the course
of the present publishing season. The poet, T hear, s
visited with o trioublesome affection of the tongue, which
has put a peuod, or some lesser stop, to the lifelong
cdiscourse that has hitherto been flowng fiom his lips
He will not survive 1t above a month unless his accumu-
Intion of 1deas be sluiced off in some other way. Words-
worth died only n week o1 two ago, Ieaven 1est hiy
soul, and grant that he may not have completed The
Escmsion ! Methinhs I am sick of everythg he wrote
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exchpt s Laodaniia It is very sad, thus inconstancy of
the mmd to the pocts whom it once worshipped.
Southey 1s as hale as ever, and wntes with Ins usual
dibgence, Old Gifford is still ahve, in the estreruty of
age, and with most pitiable decay of what hittle sharp and
nartow mntellect the devil had gifted him withal  One
hates to allow such a man the privilege of growng old
and infirm. It takes away our speculative licence of
Tackmg him.

Keats? No; I have not secn him evcept acioss a
crowded street, with coaches, diays, hoisemen, cabs,
ommibuses, foot passengers, and divers other sensual
obstructions intervening betwixt lus small and slender
figure and my eager glance I would fain have met im
on the seashore, or beneath a natural arch of forest tiees,
o1-the Gothic arch of an old cathedial, @ among Grecian
1ums, or at a glimmerng fireside on the veige of evening,
o1 at the twihght entrance of a cave, nto the dreamy
depths of which he would have led me by the hand ; any-
where, m shoit, save at Temple Bai, wheie lus presence
was blotted out by the poiter-swollen bulks of these gross
Enzlishmen T stood and watched him fading away,
fadimg away along the pavement, and could haidly tell
whether he weie an actual man o1 a thought that had
shipped out of my mind and clothed 1tself n human form
and habiliments mezely to beguile me. At onc moment
he put his handkeichuef to Ius lips, and withdrew 1t, I am
almost certam, stamed with blood  You never saw any-
thing so fragile as lus person  The fiuth 15, Keats has
all hus Iife felt the effects of that ternible bleeding at the
lungs, crwsed by the article on lus Endymion n the
Quarterly Review, and which so neaily biought him to
the grave  Ever since, he hay glided about the world
Iike a ghost, sighing a melancholy tdne m the eay of here
and there a fiiend, but never seuding forth his voice to
gicet the multitude I can hmdly think Inm a gieat
poet  Lhe burden of o mighty genius would never have
been 1mposed upon shouldeis so physiwcally fial, and a

spnit 8o mfiimly sensitive  Great poets should have non
SHIeWS, i
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Yet Keats, though for so many years he has given
nothing to the world, 18 undeistood to have devoted him-
gelf to the composition of an epic poem. Some passages
of 1t have been communicated to the mmer cnele of his
admiters, and mmpressed them as the Joftiest stiams that
have been audible on earth since Milton’s days. If I can
obtain copies of these specimens, I will ask you to present
them to James Russell Lowell, who seems to be one of
the poet’s most fervent and worthiest woishippers. The
mfoimation fook me by surpuise T bhad supposed that
all Keat’s poetic incense, without bemg embodied m human
language, floated up to heaven and mingled with the songs
of the immortal choristers, who perhaps were conscious of
an unknown voice among them, and thought their melody .
the sweeter for1t  But 1t is not so; he has positively
wutten a poem on the subject of Paradise Regained,
though in another sense than that which presented 1tself
to the mmd of Milton In compliauce, 1t may be mma-
gmed, with the dogma of those who pretend that all epie
possibilities in the past history of the woirld aie exhansted,
Keats has thiown his poem fors a1d into an mdefinitely re-
mote futmiity He pretures mankind among the closing cir-
cumstances of the timelong warfare between good and evil
Our 1ace 18 on the eve of 1ts final tuumph  Man 1s withm
the last stiide of perfection ; Woman, redeemed fiom the
thhaldom against which our sibyl uplifts se powerful and
go sad a 1emonstiance, stands equal by his side, or com-
munes for herself with angels; the Eath, sympathizing
with her children’s happier state, has clothed heiself n
such Iuxmiant and loving beauty as no eye ever witnessed
since omt first parents saw the sun use over dewy Eden.
Nou then, indeed , for this 1s the fulfilment of what was
then but a golden prommse But the picture has its
shadows. There 1emams to mankind another penl—
a last emcounter with the evil pumeple Should the
battle go against us, we sk back into the shme and
misery of ages  If we triumph But it demands a
poct’s eye to contemplate the splendour of such a con-
summation, and not to be dazzled.

To this g1eat work Keafs is saud to have brought so
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deep and tender a spiit of humanity that the poem has
all the sweet and warm nterest of a willage tale no less
than the grandeur which befits so igh a theme. Such,
at least, 1s the perhaps partial 1epresentation of his
friends , for I have not 1ead or hemd even a smgle line
of the peiformance 1 question. Keats, I am told, with-
holds 1t from the piess, under an 1dea that the age has
not enough of spiitual msight to recerve 1t worthily.
1 do not like this distrust ; 1t makes me distiust the poet
The universe 1s waiting to 1espond to the highest woid
that the best child of time and immortality can utter.
If 1t 1efuse to histen, 1t 18 because he mumbles and stam-
me1s, or discomses thmgs unscasonable and foreign to
the purpose
I visited the House of Loids the other day to hear
Cannmg, who, you know, 1s now a peer, with I forget
what title He disappommted me Time blunts both
pont and edge, and does great mmschief to men of his
order of intellect. Then I stepped mto the lower House,
and listened to a few words fiom Cobbett, who looked as
earthy as a 1eal clodhopper, or 1ather as if he had lamn a
dozen yeais beneath the clods. The men whom I meet
now-a-days often impiess me thus, probably because my
spuits ate not very good, and lead me to think much
about graves, with the long grass upon them, and weather-
-worn epitaphs, and diy bones_of people who made noise
enough m thewr day, but now can only clatter, clattes,
clatter, when the sexton’s spade disturbs them Were 1t
only possible to find out who ate alive and who dead, 1t
would contribute mfimitely to my peace of mind
Every day of my Iife somebody comes and stares me
the face whom I had quetly blotted out of the tablet
of living men, and trusted nevermore to be pestered with
the sight o1 sound of hun  For mstance, going to Drury
Lane Theatre a few evenings since, up 10se before me,
the ghost of Hamlet’s fathe1, the bodily presence of the
elder Kean, who did die, o1 ought to have died, m some
diunken fit or other, so long ago that hisfame 1s scarcelytra-
. ditionary now  His poweis a1e quite gone , he was rather
the ghost of himself than the ghost of the Danish king.
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In the stage bov cat several eldaly and deuept
people, and among them a stately 1mm of 2 worman on a
very large scale, with a profile—for T did not sce ha
fiont face—that stamped 1tself mio my brain as o seal
impresses hot wax, By the tragic gesture with wlhich
she took a pmch of snuff, I was sure 1t must be Mrs
Siddong  Her brother, John Kemble, sat behind—a
bioken-down figure, but still with a kingly majesty about
him  In lien of all former achiesements, Nature enables
Inm to look the part of Lear far better than in the
menidian of his genius  Charles Matthews was hikewrse
there, but a paralytic affection has distorted his once
mobile countenance mto n most disagreeable onesidedness,
from which he could no more wrench 1t into proper form
than he could 1earrange the face of the gieat globe 1tself,
It looks as if, for the johe’s sake, the poor man had
twisted lus features into an expression at onee the most
ludicrous and horrible that he could contiive, and at that
very moment, as a judgment for makimg bimself so hide-
ous, an avengng Providence bad scen fit to petnfy-him
Smee 1t 13 out of Jus own power, T wonld gladly assist him
to change countenance, for his ugly visage haunts me
both at noontide and mght-time  Some other playars of -
the past generation weie present, but none that gieatly
mterested me It behoves actors, more than all other
men of publicity, to vamish from the scene betimes  Deing
at best but painted shadows flickermmg on the wall, and
empty sounds that echo another's thought, it 1s a sad dis-
enchantment when the colours begin to fade, and the voice
to croak with age

What 18 there new m the literary way on yom side of
the water? Nothing of the kind has come mnder my in-
speetion except a volume of poems published above a year
ago by Dr. Channing I did not before know that this
ennnent wiiter 15 a poet ; nor does the volume alluded to
exhibit any of the chaiactenistics of the author’s mmd as
displayed mm his prose woiks, although some of the
poems have a 1ichness that 1s not merely of the surface,
but glows still the Inighter the deeper and more farthfully
you look into them They scem carelessly wrounght,
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however, hke those 1ings and ornaments of the very
purest gold, but of rude, native manufactme, winch aie
found among the gold dust fiom Airtea. 1 doubt whether
the Amerwcan public will aceept them, 1t looks less to
the assay of metal than to the neat aud cunning manu-
facture. How slowly om hiterature growsup! Most of
our wiiters of pionnse have come to untimely end-.
There was that wild fellow, John Neal, who almost tuined
my boysh bram with is 1omances; he surely has long
been dead, else he never could keep hunself so quiet
Bryant has gone to lus last sleep, with the Thanatopsis
gleaming over Inm hhe a sculptured maible sepulchie by
moonhght IHalleck, who used to wuite queer verses m
the newspapers, and pubhished a Don Juame pocm called
Fanny, 15 defunct as o paet, though avetred to be exem-
plifying the metewpsychoais as a man of busmess.  Some-
what Iater there was Wiattier, & fiey Quaker youth, to
whom the muse had perversely assigned a battle tiumpet,
and who got Inmself lynched, ten years agone, i South
Carouna T 1emember, too,-a lad just fiom college,
Longfellow by name, who scattered some delicate verses
to the winds, and went to Germanv, and perished, I tlink,
of intense apphlication, at the Umvaisity of Gottingen.
Willis—what o pity —was lost, if T 1ecollect 1ightly, m
1833, on hiy voyage to Eutope, whither he was gomng to
give us sketches of the woild’s sunuy face  If these had
lived, they might, one or all of them, have griown to be
famous men N

And yet theie 13 no telling ; 1t may beas well that
they have died I was myself & young man of promuse.
O chattered braint O bioken spuit ! where 1s the fulfil-
ment of that promise? The sad truth 15, that, when
fate would gently disappomt the woild, 16 takes away
the bopefulest mortals i their youtn, when 1t would
laugh the world’s hopes to scoin, 1t lets them hive Let
we dic on this apothegm, for T shall never make a tiuer
one . )

What a stiange substance is the human brain! Or
1ather—for there 1s no need of gencralizimg the remark—
what an odd hiam 18 mmne! ~ Would you believe 1t?

Y
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Daly and mghtly there cuome ceraps of poctry humming
i my intellectual ear-—tome as miry as bird notes, aud
some as deheately neat as parlour muse, and a few as
grand as ogan peals—that secm just such verses as those
departed poets would have wiitten had not an mevorable
destiny snatched them from thewr inkstands  They visit,
me m spuit, perhaps desiting {0 engage my serviees as
the amanuensts of then posthunons productions, and
thus sccure the endless renown that they have forfeited
by going hence too early. But I have my own busimmess
to attend to; and besmdes, a medical gentleman, who
interests hitmself 1n some httle mlments of wine, advises
me not to moke too fiee use of pen and ink. There aro
claaks enough out of employment who would be glad
of such a job.

Good-bye! Are you alive or dead? and what are you
about? Still scubbling for the Democratic? Aud do
those mnfernal compositers and proof readers misprint
your unfortunate productions as vilely as ever? It 1s too
bad. Let every man manufactuic his own nonsense, say
I.  Tapect me home svon, aud—to whisper jou a
sccict—In company with the poet Campbell, who pui-
poses to visit Wyoumng and enjoy the shadow of the
lamels that he planted there Campbell 15 now an old
man  He calls himself well, better than ever n hus life,
but looks stiangely. pale, and so shadow-like that one
mmght almost poke a finger thiough his densest matenal.
T tell him, by way of joke, that he 1s as dim and forlorn
as Memory, though as substantial as Hope,

Your true fiiend,
P.

P.S —Pray present my most 1espectful 1egards to our
venerable and reveired friend, Mr. Brockden Brown It
gratifies me to learn that a complete edition of his works,
m a double-columned octavo volume, 1s shoitly to 1ssue
from the piess at Philadelphin  Tell lim that no
American vwuter enjoys a more classic 1eputation on this
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ide of the water Zsold Joel Barlow yet ahive? Un-
conscionable man! Why, he must have nearly fulfilled
his centmy. And docs he meditate an epic on war be-
tneen Mexico and Texas with machinery contiived on the
ptinciple of the steam engine, as being the nemest to
celestial agency that our epoch can boast? How can he
expeet ever to mise agzain, if, while just smking into lus
prave, he persists in burdening himself with such a
ponderosity of leaden verses? -
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Oxoc upon a time—but whether in the fime past or time
to come 15 a matter of little or no moment—this wide
world had become so overburdened with an accumulation
of worn-out tiumpery that the mhabitants detexmmed to
1id themselves of it by a general bontiite  The site fixed
upon at the repiesentation of the insurance companies,
. and as being as cential a spot as any other on the globe,
was one of the broadest praries of the west, where no
human habitation would be endangeied by the flames,
and wheie a vast assemblage of spectators might com-
modiously admne the show - Having a taste for sights of
this kind, and imagining, ikewise, that the illubunation
of the bonfire mught 1eveal some profundity of moral
tiuth heretoforc hidden in mist or datkness, I made 1t
convenient to journey thither and be presenf At my
aval, although the heap of condemned rubbish was as
yetcomparatively small, thetorch had already been applied
Amid that boundless plam, 1n the dusk of the eveniug,
.hike a fai-off star alone 1n the fiumament, there was merely
visible one tiemulous gleam, whence none could have
anticipated so fierce a blaze as was destined 1o ensue.
With every moment, howevel, theire came foot-tiavellers,
women holding up therr aprons, men on horseback,
wheelbairows, lumbering baggage waggons, and other
vehicles, great and small, and Hom far and neai, laden
with articles that were judged fit for nothing but to be
burned.

“ What materals have been used to kundle the flame?”
mquired I of a by-stander, for I was desirous of hnow-
mg(r] the whole process of the affar fiom beginning to
en

The person whom T addressed was a girave man, filty
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yeaas or thereabout, who had evidently come thither as a
looker-on  He stiuck me mmmediately as having weighed
for lumself the true value of hife and its cnecumstances,
and therefore as feeling little personal mterest m what-
ever judgment the woild might form of them. Befoie
answeling my question, he looked me m the face by the
kihdhing hight of the fire '

¢ Oh, some very dry combustibles,” rephed he, “and
extremely switable to the purpose—no othei, n fact,
than yesterday’s newspapeis, last month’s magazines,
and last year’s witheied leaves. Here now come some
antiquated tiash that will take fire like a handfal of
shavings ”

As he spoke, some rough-looking men advanced’ to
the verge of the bonfire, and threw in, as it appeaied,
all the rubbish of the herald’s office—the blazonry of coat
armour, the ciests and devices of illustiious famlies,
pedigrees that extended back, Iike lines of light, mto the
mist of the dak ages, together with stars, gaiters, and
embroidered collars, each of which, as paltiy a bauble as
1t might appear to the unmstiucted eye, had once
possessed Vast magmficence, and was still, 1 truth,
reckoned among the most precious of moral or material
facts by the worshippers of the gorgeous past Mingled
with this confused heap, which was™ tossed mfo the
flames by armfuls at once, weie mnumerable badges
of kmghthood, comprising those of all the TEuiopean
sovereignties, and Napoleon’s decoration of the Legion of
Honow, the 11bbons of which weie entangled with those
of the ancient order of St Lows  Thete, too, were the
medals of bur own Society of Cincinnati, by means of
which, as history tells us, an o1der of hereditary knights
came near being constituted out of the king quellers-of
the 1evolution  And besides, there were the patents of
nobility of Geiman counts and barons, Spamish giandees,
and Enghsh peers, fiom the worm-eaten instruments signed
by William the Conqueror down to the bian newpaichment
of the latest lord who has recerved lus honours from the
fair hand of Victouna

At sight of the dense volumes of smoke, mingled with
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vivid jets of flame, that gushed and eddied forth from
this immense pile of caithly distinctions, the multitude
of plebeian spectatorsset up a joy ous shout, and clapped
then hands with an emphasis that made the wellkin echo
That was their moment of triumph, achieved, after long
ages, over cireatures of the same clay and the same
spiritual mfiimitics, who had dared to assume the privi-
liges due only to Heaven’s ‘better workmanship  But
now there 1ushed towaids the blazing heap a greyhbared
man of stately presence, wearing a coat, fiom the bicast
of which a stm, o1 other badge of rank, secemed to have
been foreibly wienched away. He had not the tokens of
intellectual power in his face , but still theie was the
demeanour, the habitual and almost native dignity, of
one who had been boin to the idea of his own social
superiotity, and had never felt 1t questioned til that
moment

“People,” cried he, gazing at the rum of what was
dearest to his eyes with grief and wonder, but neverthe-
less with a degiee of ‘stateliness, ©“people, what have you
done! This fire 15 consuming all that maked yom
advance from baibarism, or that could have prevented
your relapse thither We, the men of the privileged
orders, were those who kept alive from age to age the old
chivalious spinit ; the gentle and generous thought, the
Inghe1, the puirer, the more refined and delicate Ife.
With the nobles, too, you cast off the poet, the painter,
the sculptor—all the beauntiful arts, for we were their
patrons,and created the atmosphere i which theyfloursh.
In abolishing the majestic distinetions of rank, society
loses not only 1ts giace, but its steadfastness—"

More he would doubtless have spoken, but heie there
a10se an outery, sportive, contemptuous, and mdignant,
that altogether drowned the appeal of the fallen noble-
man, insomuch that, casting one look of despair at his
own half-burned pedigree, he shrunk back into the crowd,
glad to shelter himself under his new-found msignificance

“Let him thank his stais that we have not flung him
mnto the same fite ! ” shouted a rude figure, spurning the
embers with his foot. “ And henceforth let no man dare
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to show a piece of musty parchment as his warrant for
lording 1t over his fellows. If he have stiength of arm,
well and good , 1t 15 one species of superiority. If he
have wit, wisdom, courage, force of chaiacter, let these
attitbutes do for lum what they may ; but fiom this day
forwaid no mortal must hope for place and consideration
by 1eckoning up the mouldy bones of his ancestors  That
nonsense 18 done away ”

“ And n good time,” remarked the grave observer by
my side, m a low voice, however, “1f no worse nonsense
comes m 1ts place  but, at all events, this species of
nonsense has fanly lived out its Iife ”

There was Iittle space to muse oo moralize over the
embers of this time-honoured rubbish ; for, befoie it was
bhalf burned out, there came another multitude from be-
yond the sea beanng the purple 10bes of royalty, and the
ciowns, globes, and sceptres of emperors and kings  All
these had been condemned as useless baubles, playthmgs
at best, fit only for the infancy of the world or 1o0ds to
govern and chastise 1t m its nonage, but sith which
universal manhood at its full-giown statuie could no longer
brook to be msulted  Into snch contempt had these regal
msigma now fallen that the gilded ciown and tinselled
10bes of the player king fiom Drury Lane Theatre had
been thrown in among the 1est, doubtless as a mockery of
his biother monarchs on the great stage of the world It
was & stiange sight to discern the crown jewels of England
glowing and flashing m the nudst of thefiie Some of
them had been delivered down fiom the time of the
Saxon pumnces , others were puichased with vast revenues,
or perchance 1avished from the dead biows of the native
potentates of ITindustan ; and the whole now blazed with
a dazzhing lustre, as if a sta1 had fallen in that spot and
had been shattered into fiagments The splendour of
the 1mined monaichy had no reflection save in those 1n-
estimable precious stones But enough on this subject.
It were but tedious to deseribe how the Emperor of
Austria’s mantle was converted to tinder, and how the
posts and pillars of the French throne became a heap of
coals, which it was impossible to distinguish from those
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of any other wood. Lot me add, however, that T noticed
one of the exiled Poles stirring up the bonfite with the
Czar of Russia’s sceptie, which he afterwards flung into
the flames,

“ The smell of singed garmentsis quite intolerable here,”
observed my new acquamtance, as the breeze enveloped
us in the smoke of a1oyal waidiobe. ¢ Let us get to
windward and see what they are doing on the other side _
of the bonfire,”

We accordingly passed around, and weie just in time
to witness the airival of a vast procession of Washmgton-
1mns—as the vofaries of temperance call themselves now-
a-days—accompanied by thousands of the Irish disciples
of Father Mathew, with that great apostle at thewr head.
They brought a 11ch contuibution to the bonfire—bemng
nothing less than all the hogsheads and barrels of liquor
m the world, which they 1olled before them across the
pramie

“ Now, my childien,” ciied Father M’lthew, when they
1cached the verge of the fne, “one shove more, and the
work 13 done. And now let us stand off and see Satan
deal with us own lIiquor.”

Accordingly, having placed their wooden vessels withmn
1each of the flames, The procession stood off at a safe
distance, and soon beheld them burst mto a blaze that
reached the ¢louds and thieatened to set the sky itself
on fire, And well it mught, for here was the whole
world’s stock of spnituous hquors, which, mstead of
hindling a fienzied light m the eyes of mdividual topers
as of yoie, soared upwards with a bewildering gleam that
startled all mankmd It was the aggiegate of that fierce
fiie which would otherwise have scoiched the heats of
millions  Meantime numberless bottles of precious wine
were flung mto the blaze, which lapped up the contents
as if it loved them, and grew, hike other drunkmds, the
merrier and fiercer for what it quaffed  Never again will
. the insatiable thirst of the fire fiend be so pfxmpelcd
Here were the treasures of famous bon-vivants—liquors
that had been tossed on ocean, and mellowed m the sun,
aud hoarded long in the 1ecesses of the earth—the pale,
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the gold, the ruddy juice of whatever vineyards were most
delicate—the entne vimtage of Tokay—all mmngling m
one stream with the vile fluds of the common pothouse,
and contributing to heighten the self-same blaze And
while 1t rose in a gigantic spire that seemed to wave -
aganst the arch of the firmament and combine 1tself with
the light of stars, the multitude gave a shout as if
the broad earth were exulting m 1ts deliverance fiom the
curse of ages

. But the joy was not umversal Many. deemed that
human life would be gloomier than ever when that brief
llummation should sink down While the reformers
were at work, I overheard muttered expostulations fiom
several 1espectable gentlemen with 1ed noses and wearing
gouty shoes , and a ragged worithy, whose face looked hike
a hearth wheie the fire 18 burned out, now expressed hig
discontent moie openly and boldly. ’

“What 1s this world good for,” smd the last toper,
¥“now that we can never be jolly any more} What 1s to
comfort the poor man in sourow and peipleity ¥ How
1s he to keep his heart waim against the cold winds of
this cheerless emth? And what do you propose to give
him 1 exchange for the solace that you take away? How
ate old fitends to sit together by the fieside wathout a
cheeiful glass between them? A plague upon your 1e-
formation! It 1s a sad-woild, & cold woild, a selfish
world, a low world, not worth an honest fellow’s living 1n,
now that good fellowship 1s gone forever !” -

This harangue excited gieat mirth among the by-
standeis , but, preposteious as was the sentiment, I could
not help commiserating the forlorn condition of the last
toper, whose boon companions had dwindled away fiom
lis side, ‘leaving the poor fellow without a soul to
countenance him m sipping Ius hiquor, nor mdeed any
hquor to sip  Not that this was quite the true state of
the case, for I had observed him at a eritical moment
filch a bottle of fourth-proof brandy that fell beside the
bonfire and Inde 1t 1n his pocket.

The spnituous and fermented liquors being thus dis-
posed of, the zeal of the reformers next mduced them to
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replenish the fire with all the boxes of tea and bags of
coffee m the world. And now came the planters of
Vugina, bringing then ciops of tobacco These, being
cast upon the b Leap of mutihty, aggregated it to the size
of 2 mountan, and mcensed the atmospheie with such
potent fragrance that methought we should never diaw
pure breath again  The present sacrifice secmed to startle
the lovers of the weed more than any that they had
hitherto witnessed.

“Well they’ve put my pipe out,” said an old gentle-
man, flinging it into the flames m a pet  “What 1s this
world coming to? Iverything 1ich and racy—all the
spice of life—is to be condemned ag useless Now that they
have kindled the bonfire, if these nonsensical reformers
would fling themselves 1nto 1t, all would be well enough!”

‘“Be patient,” 1esponded a stanch conservative, “1t will
come to that in the end They will first fling us 1, and
finally themselves ”

From the general and systematic measures of reform I
now turned to consider the mdividual contributions to
this memorable bonfire. In many instances these were
of a very amusing chaiacter. One poor fellow threw m
his empty purse, and anotber a bundle of counterfert or
1asolvable bank-notes  Fashionable Jadies thiew m their
Iast season’s bonnets, together with heaps of ribbons,
yellow lace, and much other half-worn millner’s ware, sli
of which proved even more evanescent in the fioe than 1t
had been m the fashion A multitude of lovers of both
sexes—discarded maids or bachelors and conples mutually
weary of one another—tossed 1 bundles of perfumed
letters and enamowed sonnets. A hack politician, being
deprived of bread by the loss of office, thiew 1 his teeth,
which happened to be false ones  The Rev. Sidney Smuth
—having voyaged actoss the Atlantic for that sole pur-
pose—eame up to the bonfire with a bitter g1in and threw
m certain repudiated bonds, fortified though they were
with the broad seal of o sovereign state A little boy of
five years old, mn the premature manlmess of the present
epoch, threw in his playthings ; a college graduate his
diploma ; an apothecary, rumed by the Spl‘efld of homeeo-
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pathy, Ius whole stock of diugs and medicmes ; a physi-
cian his ilary, a paison his old sermons, and a fine
gentleman of the old school his code of manners, which
he had formerly written down for the benefit of the next
generation A widow, 1esolving on a second mariage,
slyly threw 1n her dead husband’s -mmiatme. A young
man, Jilted by his mistiess, would willingly have flung
his own desperate heats into the flames, but could find no
means to wicnch 1t out of his bosom. An American
author, whose works were neglected by the pubhc, thiew
Ius pen and paper mto the boufire and betook himself to
some less discouraging occupation It somewhat startled
me to overhear a number of ladies, highly respectable in
appearance, proposmng to fling then gowns and petticoats
mto the flames, and assume the gmb, together with the
manners, duties, offices, and responsibilities, of the
opposite sex.

What favour was accorded to this scheme I am unable
to say, my attention bemng suddenly drawn to a poor, de-
cetved, and half-delnious gul, who, exclaiming that she
was the most worthless thing alive or dead, attempted to
cast herself into the fire amd all that wiecked and bioken
tiumpery of the woild A good man, however, 1an to
her rescue

¢ Patience, my poor girl!” said he, as he diew her
back from the flerce embrace of the destroying angel.
“Be patient, and abide Heaven’s will So long as you
possess a living soul, all may be 1estored to 1ts first fiesh-
ness These things of matter and creation of human fan-
tasy aie fit for nothing but to be buined when once they
have had thewr day , but your day 1s etermity !”

“Yes,” said the wietched gnl, whose fienzy seemed
now to have sunk down into deep despondency—*“.yes,
and the sunshine is blotted out of 1617 .

It was now rumoured among the spectators thatall the
weapons and munitions of war weire to be thrown into the
bonfite with the exception of the world’s stock of gun-
powder, which as the safest mode of disposing of 1t, had
aheady been drowned m the sea. This intelligence
seemed to awaken great diversity of opimion. The hope-
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ful plulantinopist esteemed 1t a token that the millennium
was alicady come, while persons of another stamp, m
whose view mankind was a breed of bulldogs, prophe<ied
that all the old stontness, felvour, nobleness, generosity,
and magnammity of the i1ace would disappear—these
qualities, as they affirmed, requring blood for therr
nourishment They comforted themselves, however, m
the belief that the proposed abolition of war was imprac-
ticable for any length of time together.

Be that as 1t m:ght numberless great guns, whose
thunder had long been the voice of battle—the artillery
of the Armada, the battermg tramns of Mailborough, and
the adveise cannon of Napoleou and We)lmgton—-—-wcrc
trundled mto the midst of the fiie By the continual
addition of dry combustibles, 1t had now waxed so intense
that neither brass nor iron could withstand 1t. It was
wonderful to behold how these terrible instruments of
slaughter melted away Iike playthings of wax, Then the
armies of the earth wheeled around the mighty furnace.
with thewr mulitary music playmg tiunmphant maiches,
and flung m thewr muskets and swords, The standard
bearers, hikewise, cast one look upward at then banners,
all tattered with shot holes and mseribed with the names
of victorious fields , and, giving them a last flomish on
the bieeze, they lowered them mto the flame which
snatched them upwaid 1 its 1ush towards the clouds
This ceremony bemg over, the world was left without a
sigle weapon in its hands- except possibly a few old
king’s mum and 1usty swords and other trophies of the re-
volution 1 some of omr state armorres And now the
drams weie beaten and the tiumpets brayed all together,
as a prelude to the proclamation of universal and eternal
peace and the announcement that glory was no longer to
be won by blood, but that 1t would henceforth be the con-
tention of the human 1ace to work out the greatest mutual
good, and that benecficence, 1n the futme annals of the
emth, would claim the prame of valom. The blessed
txdmgs were accordingly promulgated, and caused 1nfinite
.ejoicings among those who had stood aghast at the hoiior
and sbswmdity of war,



EARTH'S TIOLOCAUST. 849

But .I saw a giun smile pass over the seared wisage of
a stately old commander—by his waiworn figuic and rich
mibtary diess, he might have been one of Napoleon’s
famous maishals—who, with the 1est of the woild’s
soldiery, had just flung away the sword that had been

famuliar to us right hand for half a century

“Ay!ay!” giumbled he *Let them proclaim what
they please ; but, mn the end, we shall find that all this

foolery has only made more work for the armomers and
cannon founders ”

“Why, sir,” exclaumed I, in astomishment, “do you
mmagme that the human xace will ever so far return on
the steps of its past madness as to wield another swoid or
cast another cannon?” N

“Thete will be no need,” observed, with a sneer, one
_ who neither felt benevolence nor had faith 1t ¢ When
Can wished to slay his brother, he was at no loss for a
weapon,” :

“IVe shall see,” replied the veteran commander ¢ If
I am mistaken, so much the better , but 1n my opinion,
without pretending to philosophize about the matter, the
necessity of war hies far deeper than these honest gentle-
men suppose  What! 1s there a field for all the petty
disputes of individuals? and shall theie be no great law
comt for the settlement of national difficulties? The
battlefield is the only comit wheie such suits can be
tried” :

“You forget, geneial,” 1ejomned I, “that, in this ad-
vanced stage of civilization, Reason and Philanthiopy
combimed will constitute just such a tubunal as is
1equisite ” _

“Ah, T had forgotten that, mdeed!” said the old
wartior, as he limped away.

The fire was now to be replemished with materals that
had hitheito been considered of even greater importance to
the well being of society than the wailike munitions which
we had alreadyseen consumed. A body of reformers had ti1a-
velled all over the earth in quest of the machinery by which
the different nations were accustomed to mflict the punish-
ment of death. A shudder passed through the multitude

-
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as these ghastly embleias ware dingged forward.  Eoen
the flames seemed at first to shrnk nway, displaying the
shape and murderons contrivance of cach m a full bleze

of hight, which of itself was suflicient to convinee mm‘fﬂi
of the long aud deadly crror of human law. Thooe old
implements of cruelty, thoce horble monsters of mechan-
1en, those mventions which it seemed to demand spme-
thing woise than man’s natwal heart {o contrive, and
which had hmked m the dusty nooks of ancieut prisons,
the subject of terror-stischen legend—were now brought
forth to view. Ieadsmen’s axes, with the 1ast of noble
and 103al blood upon them, and a vast collection of halters
that had choked the breath of plebeian victims, were
thiown in togethct. A shont greeted the minal of the
guillotine, which was thhust, fornard on the same wheels
that had borne 1t fiom one to another of the Llood-stamed
sticets of Paris  But the loudest roar of applause went
up, telling the distant sky of the iriumph ot the carth’s
1edemption, when the gallows made its appeaiance. An
l-looking fellow, however, rushed forward, and putting
himself 1 the path of the 1eformers, bellowed hoarsaly,

and fought with biute fray to stay then prosiress.

It was little matter of smprise, perhaps, that the cxe-
cutioner should thus do his best to vimdicate and uphold
the machinery by which he lumself had his hivelihood and
worthier mdividuals thenr death, but 1t deserned special
note that men-—of a fa1 different sphere—even of that
consecrated class m whose guardianship the world 1s apt
to t1ust its benevolence—ivere found to take the hingmau’s
view of the question.

“Stay my bicthien!” cried one of them “Yon aic
misled by a false plilanthiopy, you know not what
youdo The gallonsis a Heaven-ordamed instrument
Bear it back, then, reverently, and set it up m its
old place, else the world will fall to speedy rumn and
desolation 1

“Onward ! onward ! shouted a leader in the ieform.
“Into the flames with the accursed mstrument of man's
bloody policy ! How can human law meuleate benovo-
lence and love while 1t persists in setting up the gallowg
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as 1ts chief symbol #  One heave more, good friends, and
the world will be 1edeemed fiom 1ts greatest error ”

A thousand hands, that nevertheless loathed the touch,
now lent their assistance, and thiust the ominous buiden
fa1, far mto the centie of the ragmg furnace There 1ts
fatal and abhorred image was beheld, first black, then a
red coal, then ashes -

“That was well done !” excloimed L.

“Yes, 1t was well done,” 1eplied, but with less enthusi-
asm than I expected, the thoughtful observer who was
still at my side , © well done, if the woild be good enough
for the measme Death, howevel, 1s an idea that cannot
casily be dispensed with in any condition between the
pumal mnocence and that other puuity and perfection
which perchance we are destmed to attan after tiavelling
round the full eircle, but, at all events, 1t 18 well that the
experiment should now be tried.”

“Too cold ! too cold!” impatiently exclaimed the young
and ardent leader mn this tiiumph ¢ Let the heart have
its voice heie as well as the mtellect And as for 11pe-
ness, and as for progess, let mankind always do the high-
est, kindest, noblest thmng that, at any given period, 1t
has attained the peiception of, and surely that thmg
cannot be wiong nor wiongly timed ”

I know not whether it were the excitement of the scene,
o1 whether the good people around the bonfiie were really
growing more enlightened every mstant, but they now
proceeded to measwes 1n the full length of which I was
haidly prepaied to keep them company. For instance,
some thiew then mmuage certificates mto the flames,
and declared themselves candidates for a higher, holier,
and moie compiehensive union than that which had sub-
sisted fiom the birth of time under the form of the con-
nubial tie  Otheis hastened to the vaults of banks and
to the coffers of the rich—all of which were open to the
first comer on this fated occasion~—and brought entue
bales of paper money to enliven the blaze and tons of
coin to be melted down by its ntensity Henceforth,
they said, umversal benevolence, unconed and exhaust-
less, was to be the golden cwiency of the woild. At
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this mtelhgence the bankers and speculators i the stocks
grew pale, and a pickpocket, who had reaped a 1ich har-
vest among the ciowd, fell down in a deadly fainting fit
A fow men of business butned then day books and lcdgels,
the notes and obligations of their creditors, and all other
evidences of debts due to themselves, while perhaps a
somewhat larger number satisfied their zeal for reform
with the saciifice of any uncomfortable 1ecollection of
their own indebtment, Theie was then a cry that the
period was arrived when the title deeds of landed propeity
should be given to the flames, and the whole soil of the
earth revert to the publie, from whom 1t had been wrong-
fully abstracted and most unequally distributed among
mdividuals.  Another party demanded that all written
constitutions, set forms of government, legislative acts,
statute books, and everything else on which human -
vention had endeavouied to stamp 1its abitiary laws,
should at once be destroyed, leaving the consummated
woild as fiee as the man fust created.

Whether any ultimate action was taken with regaid to
these propositions 1s beyond my knowledge; for, just then,
some matters were 1 progress that concerned my sym-
pathies moie nemly.

“See! see! What heaps of books and p'xmphletsl
cried a fellow, who did not seem to be alover of hiterature.
“ Now we shall have a glorious blaze | ”

“That’s just the thing!” said a modern philosopher.
“ Now we shall get nd of the weight of dead men's
thought, which has lutherto pressed so heavily on the liv-
ing mtellect that 1t has been mcompetent to any cffectual
self-exertion.  Well- done, my lads! Into the fiie with
them! Now you aie enhighteming the woild mdeed !”

“But what 1s to become of the trade ” ciried a fiantic
hookselle

0, by all means, let them accompany then merchan-
dise,” coolly observed an author “It will be a noble
funeral pile!”

The truth was, that the human race had now ieached
o stage of progiess so far beyond what the wisest and
wittiest men of former ages had ever dreamed of, that 1t
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would have been a mamfest absurdity to allow the earth
to be any longer encumbeied with thewr pooi achievements
i the Iiterary, hime  Accordingly a thotough and seaich-
mg mvestigation had swept the booksellers’ shops, hawkers’
stands, public and private libraries, and even the hittle
bookshelf by the countiy fiieside, and had brought the
world’s enine mass of printed paper, bound or in sheets,
to swell the already mountamn bulk of our illustiious bon-
fiie  Thick, heavy folios, contaimng the labowms of lewr-
coglaphers, commentators, and encyclopedists, were flung
m, and, falling among the embers with a leaden thump,
smouldeled away to ashes like rotten wood The small,
1chly gilt French tomes of the last age, with the hundied
volumes of Voltane amoug them, went off n a bulliant
shower of sparkles and httle jets of flame ; while the cm-
rent Iiteratmie of the same nation buined red and blue, and
threw an mfeinal hght over the wisages of the spectators,
convelfing them all to the aspect of parti-coloured fiends

A collection of Geiman storles emitted a scent of brim-
stone. The Enghsh standard authors made_ excellent
fuel, generally exhibiting the properties of sound oak logs,
Milton’s works, m particular, sent up a poweiful blaze,
gradunally 1eddenming mto a coal, which promised to endute
longer than almost any other material of the pile  From
Shakespeare there gushed a flame of such marvellous
splendour that men shaded then eyes as agamst the sun’s
mendian glory , nor even- when the works of his own
clucidators were flang upon him did he cease to fiash
forth a dazzhing 1acdiance {iom beneath the ponderous
heap It is my belief that he s still blazing as fervidly

as evet

“Could a poet but light a lamp at that glorious flame,”
remarked I, “he might then consume the midmight oil to
some good puipose ”

“'That 1s the very thing which modern poets have been
too apt to do, o1 at least to attempt,” answered a cirtic
“The chief benefit to be expected from this conflagration
of past hteratme undouabtedly 1s, that writers will hence-
forth be compelled to light then lamps at the sun o
stars ” ’

z
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“If they can 1each so high,” smd T, “but that task
requires a giant, who may afterwards distribute the hght
among lertor men. Tt 1s not every one that can steal
the fire from heaven Like Piometheus; but, when once
he had done the deed, a thousand hearths were kindled
© byat”

yIt amazed me much to observe how indefinite was the
proportion between the physical mass of any given autho
and the property of builliant and long-continued combus-
tion. For mstance, thete was not a quarto volume of the
last century—mnor, indeed, of the piesent—that could
compete 1 that particular with a child’s Iittle gilt-covered
book, contamng “ Mother Goose’s Meledies”  ““The Lafe
and Death of Tom Thumb?” outlasted the biography of
Marlborough  An epic, indeed a dozen of them, was con-
verted to white ashes before the single sheet of an old
ballad was half consnmed In more than one case, too,
when volumes of applauded verse proved incapable of any
thing better than a stifing smoke, an umegmded ditty
of some nameless baid—peirchance m the coiner of a
newspaper—soalted up among the stars with a flame as
bulhant as thewr own  Speaking of the properties of
flame, methought Shelley’s poetiy emitted a purer hght
than almost any other productions of his day, contiasting
beautifully with the fitful and Imid gleams and gushes of
black vapour that flashed and eddied from the volumes
of Lord Byron. As for Tom Moore, some of his songs
diffused an odow like a burning pastil

I felt particular mterest in watching the combustion of
American authors, and scrupulously noted by my watch
the precise number of moments that changed most of them
from shabbily-pinted books to indistinguishable ashes
It would be invidious, howeves, 1f not pertlous, to betray
these awiul sccrets , so that I shall content myself with
observing that 1t was not nvaniably the writer most fre-
quent 1 the public mouth that made the most splendid
appearance in the bonfite I especially 1emember that a
areat deal of excellent mmflammabihity was exhibited m a

“n volume of poems by Ellery Channmg , although, to

'ak the truth, there weie certam portions that hissed

%
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and spluttered m a very disagreeable fashion A curious
phenomenon occuired in 1eference to several wiiters,
native as well as foreign  Then books, though of highly
1espectable figuie, instead of bursting mmto a blaze or
even smouldeuing out their substance i smoke, suddenly
melted away i a manner that proved them to be 1ce

If 1t be no lack of modesty to mention my own works,
1t must here be confessed that I looked for them with
fatherly mterest, but m vamm  Too probably they weie
changed to vapour by the first action of the heat, at best,
I can only hope that, m thenr quiet way, they contrib-
uted a glimmermg spark or two to the splendom of the
evening - -

“Alas! and woe 1s me!” thus bemoaned himself a
heavy-looking gentleman in green spectacles ¢ The
world 1s utterly rmmned, and there 1s nothing to Iive for
any longer The busmess of my hife 15 snatched fiom me.
Not a volume to be had for love o1 money!”

“ This,” remaiked the sedate obsciver beside me, “1s a
bookworm—one of those men who aie boin to gnaw dead
thoughts His clothes, you see, aie covered with the
dust of ibrartes He has no muwaid fountamm of ideas;
and, in good eainest, now that the old stock 1s abolished,
I do not see what 13 to become of the poor fellon. Have
you no woird of comfort for him%”

“ My dear sir,” saud I to the desperate bookworm, “1s
not Nature better than a book? Is not the human heart
deeper than any system of philosophy ?  Is not Iife 1eplete
with moie mstruction than past observers have found 1t
possible to wiite down m maxims? Be of good cheer.
The great book of Time 15 still spread wide open before
us, and, 1if we read 1t aright, 1t will be to us a volume of-
eteinal tiuth ? ‘

“ 0, my books, my books, my precious printed books ! ”
reiterated the forlorn bookworm My only reality was
a bound volume , and now they will not leave me even a
shadowy pamphlet !

In fact, the last 1emnant of the literature of all the
ages was now descendmg upon the blazing heap 1n the
shape of a cloud of pamphlets from the press of the New
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Woild, These likewise were consumed m the {vwimkling
of an eye, leaving the ecarth, for the first Lime smce
the days of Cadmus, fice from the plague of letters—
an enviable field for the authors of the next geneiratioz.

“Well, and does nﬁyf," "7 vemam to be gow- T

e

quired I somewhat amviowdgerve how indefinite was the
the earth 1tself; and then leal wace 37 -arwir=an casthion
space, I know not that we can cairy refoim to any farther
pomnt ”

“You are vastly mistaken, my good fiiend,’ sard the
observer. “ Believe me, the fize will not be allowed to
settle down without the addition of fuel that will startle
many persons who have lent a willing hand thus far.”

Nevertheless theie appeared to be a 1elaxation of effort
for a hittle time, dwming which, probably, the leaders of the
" movement weire considering what should be doue mnext
In the mteival, a philosopher threw his theo1y into the
flames—a sacuifice winch, by those who knew how to
estimate 1t, was pronounced the most remaikable that had
yet been made The combustion, however, was by no
means bulbant Some indefatigable people, scoining to
take a moment’s case, now cmployed themselves m
collecting all the withered leaves and fallen boughs of
the forest, and thereby 1ecrwted the bonfire to a gieater
height than ever But this was mere by-play.

“ Heie comes the fiesh fuel that I spoke of,” saxd my
companion

To mjy astourshment, the persons who now advanced
mto the vacant space around the mountam fire boie
sutplices and other priestly gaiments, mities, erosiers, and
a confusion of Popish and Piotestant emblems, with
which 1t scemed their puipose to consummate the great
act of faith Chosses fiom the spues of old cathedials
wete cast upon the heap with as little 1emoise as 1f the
reveience of centuiles, passmg n long arzay bencath the
lofty towers, had not looked up to them as the holiest of
symbols  The font mm which infants were conseciated to
God, the sacramental vessels whence piety rccerved the
hallowed diaught, were given to the same destruction
Perhaps it most nearly touched my heart to see among

!
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these devoteu 1ehies fiagments of the humble communion
tables and -undecorated pulpits which I recoguised as
having been town fiom the meeting houses of New
Lngland Those simple edifices nught have been per-
mutted to 1etamn all of sacied embellishment that thewr
Puiitan founders had bestoned, even though the mghty
stiucture of St. Peter's had sent its spoils to the fire of
this tertible sacuifice.  Yet I felt that these weie but the
exteinals of rehgion, and might most sately be relin-
auished by spirits that best knew theiwr deep sigmficance

“All is well,” smid I, cheerfully. ““The woodpaths
shall be the wsles of owm cathedral—the firmament itself
shall be 1ts ceiling  What needs an earthly roof betwcen
the Detty and His worshippeis? Ow fmth can well
afford to lose all the drapery that even the holiest men
have thrown around 1t, and be only the more sublime m
1ts simpheity ”

“True,” said my compamon, “but will they pause
here?” .

The doubt implied 1n his question was well founded.
In the general destiuction of books already desciibed, a
holy volume, that stood apart from the catalogue of
human hteratme, and yet, in one sense, was at 1ts head,
had been spared  But the Titan of mnovation—angel or
fiend, double m his natuie, and capable of deeds befitting
both chamacters—at first shaking down only the old and
rotten shapes of things, had now, as 1t appeared, laid lus
tertible hand upon the main pillars which supported the
whole edifice of oumr moral and spintual state The -
habitants of the carth had grown too enlightened to define
then faith within a form of woids, or to Iimut the spiritual

, by any analogy to our matenal existence  Truths which
_the heavens ticmbled at weie now but a fable of the
world’s infancy ~ Theiefore, as the final sacr1fice of human
er1or, what else 1emained to be thiown upon the embers
of that awful pile except the book which, though a celes-
tial 1evelation to past ages, was but a voice fiom a lower
sphere as 1egarded the present 1ace of man? It was done !
Upon the blazing heap of falsehood and woin-ont truth—
things that the eaith had never needed, o1 had ceased to
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need, or had giown childichly wemy of—fell the ponder-
ous chuich Bible, the gicat old volume that had lam so
long on the cushion of the pulpit, and vhence the pustor's
solemm yoice had given boly untterance on <o many a
Sabbath day, There, lhikewsse. fell the famly Ihible,
which the long-buried patuarch had 1ead to Jus children
—1m prosperity or sortow, by the fneside and in the
summer shade of tices—and had bequeathed downward
as the hewrloom of generations  There fell the bosom
Bible, the little volume that had been the soul’s friend of
some sorely-tried child of dust, who thence took coumage,
whether his t1ial were for life or death, steadfastly con-
fronting both 1n the striang assarance of inmortahty.

All these were flung into the fierce and 1iotous blaze;
and then o mighty wind came 10mung across the plamn
with a desolate howl, as if 1t were the angry lamentation
of the earth for the loss of heaven's sunshine ; and 1t
shook the gigantic pyramd of flame and scattered the
cinders of half-consumed abominations around upon the
spectators

“This 18 ternble!” amd I, feeling that my check
grew pale, and secing a hke change m the visages
about me

“Be of good comage yet,” answeied the man with
whom I had so often spoken. He continued to gaze
steadily at the spectacle with a smgular calmness, as 1f
it concerned him merely as an observer ¢ Be of good
courage, nor yet exult too much , for there is fa1 less both
of good and evil m the eftect of tins bonfire than the world
might be willimg to beheve ”

“How can that be?” exclumed I, impatiently  “Has
it not consumed everything? Has 1t not swullowed up
or melted down every human or divine appendage of
our mortal state that had substance enough to be acted
on by fie? Wil there be anything left us to-morrow
mormng better or worse than a heap of embers and
ashes?”

“ Assuredly there will,” said my grave friend.  “ Come
Inther to-morrow moimmng, o1 whenever the combustible
portion of the pile shall be quite burned out, and you
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will find among the ashes everything really valuable
that you have seen cast mto the flames. Trust me,
the world of to-moriow will again eniich 1tself with
the gold and diamonds which have been cast off by
the woild of to-day Not a truth s destioyed nor
buied so deep among the ashes but 1t will be raked up
at last ” )

This was a strange assutance. Yet T felt inclined to
credit 1, the moie especially as I beheld among the
wallowing flames a copy of the Holy Scriptures, the
pages of which, mnstead of bemng blackened into tindes,
only assumed a more dazzling whiteness as the finger
marks of lmman impeifection were puified away.
Certamn margmmal notes and commentaries, 1t 18 true,
yielded to the mtensity of the hery test, but without
detriment to the smallest syllable that had flamed fiom
the pen of mspnation

“Yes, theie 1s the proof of what you say,” answered I,
tuining to the observer, “but if only what 1s evil can
feel the action of the fire, then, smely, the conflagration
has been of mestimable utiity  Yet, 1if I undeistand
aught, you mtimate a doubt whether the world’s expecta-
tion of benefit would be 1ealised by 1t” . ,

“Lasten to the talk of these worthies,” said he, pont-
mg to a group m front of the blazmg pile, * possibly
they may teach you something useful without intend-
-mg 1it.” .

The persons whoin he mdicated consmisted of that
biutal and most emthy figure who had stood forth so
fwriously m defence of the gallows—the haigman,
shoit—together with the last thief and the last mu-
dere, all thiee of whom weie clustered about the last
toper. The latter was hbeially passing the brandy
bottle, which he had 1escued from the gencral destruction
of wimes and spuits  This little convivial party seemed
at the lowest piteh of despondency, as considering that
the puitfied wold must needs be utteily unhke the
sphere that they had hitherto known, and therefore but

a stiauge and desolate abode for gentlemen of thew
hadney
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“The best counsel for all of us 135, 1ematked the
hangman, “that, as <oon a¢ we have finmshed the last
drop of hquoi, I help you, my three fiiends, to a com-
fortable end upon the nearest tree, and then hang my-
self on the same bough. This 15 no world for us any
longer,”

¢ Poh, poh, my good fellows ! said a dark-complexioned
porsonage, who now jomed the group——his complevion
was indeed fearfully dmk, and his eyes glowed with a
1edder hight than that of the bonfire, “Dbe not so cast
down, my dear fuends; you shall see good days yet.
There 15 one thing that these wiseacies have forgotten to
thiow into the fire, and without which all the rest of the
conflagration 1s just nothing at all, yes, though they had
burned the earth 1tself to a cinder.”

“ And what may. that be?” eageily demanded the last
murderer -

“VWhat but the human heart itself?” smid the dark-
visaged stianger, with a portentous grim.  “ And, unless
they hit upon some method of purifymng that foul cavern,
forth from 1t will 1e1ssue all the shapes of wiong and nus-
ery—the same old shapes or woise ones—which they have
taken such a vast deal of trouble to consume to ashes. I
have stood by this livelong might and laughed mm my
sleeve at the whole busmess O, take my word for 18, 1t
will be the old world yet !’

This brief conversation®supplied me with o theme for
lengthened thought Tlow sad a {ruth, if fiue it were,
that man’s age-long endeavowm for perfection had served
only to 1ender him the mockery of the evil prnciple fiom
the fatal circumstance of an eror at the very root of the
matter ! The heart, the heart—there was the Iittle yet
boundless sphete wheremn eusted the onigimal wiong of
which the ctime and misery of this cutward woild were
metely types  Puufy that mwaid spheie, and the many
shapes of evil that haunt the outwaid, and which now
secem almost our only realities, will twin to shadowy
phantoms and vanish of their own accord , but if we go
no deeper than the mtellect, and stive, with merely that
feeble mstrument, to discern and icehify what 1s wrong,
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our whole accomplishment will be a dieam, so unsubstau-

tial that 1t matters hittle whether the bonfire, which I

have so farthfully described, were what we choose to call

a 1cal event and a flame that would scorch the finger, or

%nly a phosphoric 1adiance and a parable of my own
1am,



PASSAGES FROM A RELINQUISHED WORK
AT HOME

From mfancy T was under the guardianship of a willage
parson, who made me the subject of daily prayer and the
sufferer of mmumerable stiipes, using no distinction, as to
these marks of paternal love, betwcen myself and his own
thiee boys  The 1esult, 1t-must be owned, has been very
different in their cases and mune, they being all respect-
able men and well settled in Iife , the eldest as the suc-
cessor to his father's pulpit, the second as a physician,
and the third as a partner mn a wholesale shoe store ; while
I, with Dbetter prospects than either of them, have 1un
the course which this volume will describe  Yet there1s
10om for doubt whether I should have been any better
contented with such success as thens than with my own
sfortunes—at least, till after my experience of the latter
had made 1t too late for another fuial

My guardian had a name of considerable emnence, and
fitter for the place 1t occupies m ecclesiastical lustory
than for so frivolousa page as mine  Inlus own viemity,
among the lighter part of his hearers, he was called Par-
son Thumpcushion, fiom the very foreible gestuies with
which he dlustiated his doctimes  Certainly, if his
powels as a preacher were to be estimated by the damage
done to his pulpit funiture, none of his hving iethren,
and but few dead ones, would have been worthy even to
pronounce a benediction after him  Such pounding and
evpounding the moment he began to grow warm, such
slappmg with lns open palm, thumping with his closed
fist, and banging with the whole weight of the great Bible,
convinced me that he held, in imagmation, either the
Old Nick or some Umitaiian nfidel at bay, and belabouled
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his unhappy cushion as proxy for those abominable ad-
versaties  Nothmg but this exeircise of the body while
delivermg his setmons could have supported the good
puson’s health under the mental todl which they cost
him 1n composition

Though Paison Thumpcushion had an upright heait,
and some called 1t a warm one, he was imvariably stein
and seveie, on punciple, I suppose, to me. With late
justice, though eaily enough, even now, to be tinctured
with generosity, I acknowledge him to have been a good
and wise man after his own fashion  If his management
failed as to myself, 16 succeeded with his three sons, nor,
I must fiankly say, could any mode of cducation with
which 1t was possible for him to be acquamted have made
me mach better than what I was, or led me to a happiaa
fortune than the present He could neither change the
nature that God gave me nor adapt his own inflexible
mind to my peculiar character Perhaps it was my chief
misfortune that I had neither father nor mother alive,
for parents have an mstinetive sagacity i regard to the
welfare of their childien, and the c¢hild feels a confidence
both 1 the wisdom and affection of his parents which he
cannot transfer to any delegate of then duties, however
conscientious An orphan’s fate 1s haid, be he rich or
poor.  As for Parson Thumpcushion, whenever I see the
old gentleman 1 my dreams he looks kindly and sorrow-
fully at me, holding out his hand as if each had something
to foigive With such-lindness and such forgiveness,
but without the soriow, may our next meeting be'! -

I was a youth of gay and happy temperament, with an
incornigible levity of spirit, of no vicious propensities,
sensible enough, but waywmd and fanciful What a
character was this to be hought n contact with the
stein old Pilgrim spnit of my guardian! We were at
variance on a thousand pomts, but om chief and final
dispute arose fiom the pertmacity with which he n-
sisted on my adoptmg a particular profession ; while I,
being heir to a modeiate competence, had avowed my
purpose of keeping aloof from the regular busiess of
hfe  Tins would have been a dangerous resolution any-
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where m the woild it was fatal in New England  Theie
16 & grossncss m the coneeptions of my countryincn ; they
will not Le convinced that any good thing may consist
with what they call idleness, thcy can -anticipate noth-
mg bat evil of a young man who neither studies physic,
law, nor gospel, nor opens a store, nor takes to faiming,
but mamfests an mcomprehensible disposition to- be
satisfied with what his father Jeft him. The prineiple is
excellent 1n 1ts general mfluence, but most miserable
its effect on the few that violate 1t I had a quick
sensitiveness to public opmon, and felt as if it
1anked me with the tavein Inmters and town
paupeis—with the drunken poet who hawked his own
Fourth of July odes, and the bioken soldier who
had been good for nothing smnce last war  The
consequence of all this was a prece of light-heaited
desperation i
I do not over-estimate my notoriety when I take 1t
for granted that many of my 1eaders must have heaid of
mo 1n the wild way of Iife which I adopted The 1dea of
becoming a wandermng story teller had been suggested, a
year or two before, by an encounter with several menry
vagabonds m a showman’s waggon, wheie they and I had
shelteted ouiselves durmg a summer shower The pro-
Ject was not more extravagant than most which a young
man forms  Stianger ones ate executed every day, and,
not to mention my prototypes m the Easf, and the
wanderng orators and poets whom my own ears have
heard, T bad the example of one illustiious itmerant m
the other hemispheic—of Goldsmith, who planued and
performed his travels thiough Fiance and Italy on a less
promusing scheme than mime I took ciedit to myself
- fo1 various qualifications, mental and peisonal, smited to
the undertaking Besides, my mind had latterly tor-
mented me for employment, keepng up an iriegulm
activity even n sleep, and making me conscious that I
must toil, if 1t were but 1n eatching butterflies  But my
chief motives were, discontent with home and a bitfer
grudge against Parson Thumpeushion, who would rather
have laid me m mjy father’s tomb than seen me either a
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novelist o1 an actor, two characters which I thus hit upon
a method of umtmg  After all 1t was not half so
foolish as °f I bad written 1omances insiead of reciting
them . .

The following pages will contamm a pictmie of my
vagrant life, intermived with specimens, generally brief
and slight, of that great mass of fiction to which I gave
evistence, and which has vamshed like cloud shapes
Besides the occasions when I sought & peenmary 1ewand,
I was acenstomed to exercise my narative faculty
whenever chance had collected a httle audience idle
enough to hsten. These 1chenisals weie useful in test-
mg the strong poinis of my stoiles; and, indeed, the
flow of fancy soon came upon me so abundantly that its
mdulgence was its own rewmd, though the hope of
praise also became a poweiful meitement  Smce I shall
never feel the waim gush of new thought as I did then,
let me bescech the 1eader to believe that my tales were
not always so cold as he may find them now With
each specimen will be given a sketch of the circum-
stances m which the story wns told Thus my aundiawn
pretures will be set i frames perhaps moie valuable
than the pictures themselves, smce they will be
embossed with gioups of characteristic figuies, amid
the lake and mountain scenery, the villages and feitile
fields, of our native land But I wnite the book for the
sake of 1ts moral, which many a dreaming youth may

profit by, though it 1s the experience of a wandeung
story teller,

- A TLIGHT IN THOL YOG

I set out on my 1ambles one moimmng m June about
sumise The day prormsed to be fau, though at that
early hour a heavy mist lay along the carth and settled
m minute globules on the folds of my clothes, so that I
looked precisely as if touched with a homfrost The
sky was quite obscured, and the trees and houses mnvisible
till they grew out of the fog as I came close upon them,
There 15 a hill towaids the west whence the road goes

s
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abiaptly down, holding a level course thiough the villaze
and ascending an cmmence on the other side, behind
which 1t disappears. The whole view comprises an
extent of half a mile Here I paused, and, while gazin
through the misty veil, 1t partially rose and swept awa
with so sudden an effect that a girey cloud seemed t
have taken the aspect of a small white town A thi
vapour bemg still diffused thiough the atmosphere, th
wreaths and pillais of fog, whether hung i air or base
on caith, appeaicd not less substantial than the edifices
and gave then own mdistinctoess to the whole It wa
singular that such an unromantic scene should look s
visionary

Half of the parson’s dwelling was a dingy white house
and half of 1t was a cloud, but Squne Moody's mansior
the grandest m the willage, was wholly visible, even th
lIattice work of the balcony under the fiont . wirdne
while 1 nnother place only two red .shnineys were seer
above the mist, appertamming to, &y own paternal resi
dence, then tenanted by stranads I could not remem
ber those with whom I dwelt there, not even my
mother. The buick edifice «f the bank was m the clouds
the foundations of what wasgo be a great block of build
ings had vamshed, ommolly, as 1t proved, the dry
goods’ store of Mi. Nightukale scemed a doubtful con
cern; and Dominicus Pilf’s tobacco manufactory ar
affarr of smoke, except thedsplendid 1mage of an Indim
chief m front The whif spne of the meeting-houst
aseended out of the degsest heap of vapour, as if tha
shadowy base were its oNy support; o1, to give a tiue
interpretation, the steepldwas the emblem of Rehgion
enveloped 1n mystery beloW, yet pomting to a cloudles
atmosphere, and catchmg tIN brightness of the east o
its gilded vane

As T beheld these objects, Ynd the dewy street, witl
grassy intervals and a border of trees between the whec
tiack and the sidewalks, all soYndistinet, and not to b
traced without an effort, the §vhole seemed more bik
memory than reality I would fiave imagimed that year
had already passed, and I was@fa away, contemplatin,
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that dim pictuie of my native place, which I should
1etain 1 my mind through the mist of time. No'tears
fell fiom my eyes among the dewdiops of the mornmng ;
no1 does it occur to me that T heaved a sigh  In tiuth,
I had never felt such a delicious excitement nor known
what freedom was till that moment when I gave up
my bhome and took the whole world mn exchange, flutter-
mg the wings of my spuit as 1f 1 would bave flown
fiom one star to another thiough the umveise I waved
my hand towmds the dusky willage, bade 1t a joyous
farewell,-and turned away to follow any path but that
which might lead me back.  Never was Childe
Harold's sentiment adopted mn a spirit more unlike his
own.

Natwally enough, I thought of Don Quxote Re-
collecting how the knight and Sancho had watched for
auguiies when they took the 10ad to Toboso, I began,
between jest and carnest, to feel a simbar anviety It
was giatified, and by a moie poetical phenomenon than
the braymg of the dappled ass or the neigh of Rosmante
The sun, then just above the horizon, shone fantly
through the fog, and foimed a species of rambow in the
west, bestiiding my wtended road Iike a gigantic portal.
T had never known befoie that a bow could be generated
between the sunshine and the moinmg mist It had
no bulhancy, no perceptible hues, but was a mere
unpamted fiamework, as white and ghosthke as the
lanar rambow, which 1s deemed ominous of evil
But, with & light hemt to which all omens were
propitious, 1 advanced beneath the musty archway of
futunity

I had determmed not to enter on my profession within
a hundied nules of home, and then to cover myself with
a fictitious name  The first precantion was reasonable
enough, as othetwise Paison Thumpeushion might have
put an untimely catastiophe to my story , but as nobody
would be much affected by my disgrace, and all was
to be suffered 1 my own person, I know not why I
cated about a name Tor a week o1 two I travelled
alwost at random, sceking hardly any guidance except -
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the whirling of a leaf at some turn of the 10ad, or the
geen bough that beckoned me, or the naked bianck
that pomnted its withered finger onward. All my care
was to be farther from home each mght than the
preceding morning.

A FLLLOW-TRAVELLLE.

: A

One day at noonfide, when the sun had burst sug ﬁ'gnly
out of o clond and theatened to dissolve me, Ilacked
1ound for sheltcr, whether of tavern, cottage, haun, or
shady tice. The hrst which offered iteelf wag'a wood—
not a forest, but a trim plantation of young dake, giow-
mg just thick enough to keep the macs of sunihime out,
while they admitted a few stragghng beams, dnd thus
produced the most cheeiful gloorm 1mavmable brook,
so small and clear, and appaiently so cool, that I wanted
to dumk it up, 1an under the road thiough a httle aich
of stone withont once meeting the sun m its passage
fiom the shade on one side to the shade on the other
As there was a steppmg-place over the stone wall and a
path along the 11vulet, I followed 1t and discovered 1ts
source—a spring gushing oui of an old barel.

In this pleasant spot I saw a-hight pack suspended
fiom the branch of a tree, a stick leaming agamnst the
trunk, and a person seated on the giassy verge of the
spring, with lis back towaids me He was a slender
figure, dressed in black hroadcloth, which was none of the
finest nor very fashionably ecut  On hearmmg nmy foot-
steps he started up 1ather nervously, and, turmng 10und,
showed the face of a young man about my own age, with
his finger 11 a volume which he had been 1eading il my
mntiusion IIis book was evidently a pocket Bible
Though I piqued myself at that period on my great
penetration into people’s characters and pmswits, I could
not decide whether this young man in black wete an wp-
fledged divine from Andover, a college student, or pre-
paing for college at some academy In erther case I
would quite as wilbngly have found & merier com-

1
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by way of offset to the hisses  This event would have
Tooked most horrible m anticipation—a thing to make a
man shoot himself, or 1un amuck, or lude himself in
caverns where he mught not see s own burning blush ;
but the 1cality was not so very hard to bear. It is a
fact that T was more deeply grieved by an almost parallel
misfortune which happened to my companion on the
same evening In my own behalf I was angry and ex-
cited, not depressed , my blood 1an quick, my spirits 10se
buoyantly, and I had never felt such confidence of future
success and detcrmimation to achieve 1t as at that trying
moment I resolved to persevere, 1f 1t were only to wrig
the reluctant prage from my cnemies

Hitherto I had immensely undeirated the difficulties
of my idle tiade, now I 1ecogmzed that 1t demanded
nothing shoit of my whole powers, cultivated to the ut-
most, and exerted with the same prodigality as if I were
speaking for a great party or for the nation at large on
the floor of the Capitol. No talent or attaimment could
come amiss, everything, indeed, was requsite—wide ob-
gervation, varied knowledge, deep thoughts, and spark-
Img ones, pathos and levity, and a mmxture of both, like
sunshine in a ramdrop ; lofty imagmnation, veiling itself
i the gorb of common life , and the practised mt which
alone could 1ender these gifts, and moie than these,
availlable Not that T ever hopéd to be thus quahfied.
But my despar was no ignoble one, for, knowing the
impossibility of satisfying myself, even should the woild
be satisfied, I did my best to overcome 1t , investigated
the causes of every defect; and stiove, with patient
stubbornness, to1emove them in the next attempt It is
one of my few sources of puide, that, 1idiculons as the
object was, I followed 1t up with the fiimness and energy
of a man.

I manufactured a gieat variety of plots and skeletons
of tales, and kept them 1eady for use, leaving the filling
up to the mspiration of the moment, though I cannot
remember ever to have told a tale which did not vary
considerably fiom my preconcerved 1dea, and acquire a
uovelly of aspect as often as 1 repeated it ~Oddly
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enough, my guccess was geneially 1 proportion to the
difference between the conception and accomplishment
I provided two or mote commencements and catastiophes
to many of the tales—a happy expedient, suggested
by the double sets of slecves and trimmings which
diversified the smits m Sir Pierey Shafton’s wardrobe
But my best efforts had a wmty, a wholcness, and a
separate character that did not admut of this soit of
mechanism.

THE" VILLAGE THLATRE,

About the first of September, my fellow-fiaveller and
myself antived at a country town, wheire a small company
of actors, on thewr 1etuin fiom a summer’s campaign m
the Butish provinces, were giving a seites of diamatic
exhibitions A modeiately-sized hall of the tavein had
been converted mto a theatre The peiformances that
evening were, The Hewr at Taw, and No Song no Supper,
with the recitation of Alexander’s Feast between the play
and farce  The house was thin and dull. But the next
day there appeated to be brighter prospeets, the playbills
announcing at every corner, on the town pump, and—
awful saciilege '—on the very door of the meeting-house,
an Unprecedented Attiaction! After setting forth the
ordmary entertamments of a theatre, the public weie
mformed, 1 the hugest type that the printing office could
supply, that the manager had been fortunate enough to
accomplish an engagement with the celebiated Story
Teller  He would make lus first appearance that evenmg,
and recite his famons tale of M Higginbotham’s Catas-
tiophe, which had been recerved with 1apturous applause
by audiences m all the principal cities  This outrageous
flonuish of trumpets, be 1t known, was wholly unautho-.
nzed by me, who had merely made an engagement for a
smgle cvenmg, without assuming any moie celebuty
than the hitle I possessed As for the tale, 1t could
hardly have been applanded by 1apturous andiences, bemng
as yeb an unfilled plot, not even whenT stepped upon the
stage was 1t decided whether Mr ~Iiggmbotham should
Live o1 die
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In two or thiee places, undeineath the flarmng tills
which announced the Story Teller, was pasted a small
ship of paper, ging mnotice, m tiemulous characters,
of a rehigious meeting to be held at the school houce,
where, with divine permission, Elinkim Abbott would
address sinners on the welfare of their immortal souls,

In the cvenmg, after the commencement of the
trazedy of Donglas, I took a ramble through the town to
quichen my ideas by active motion My sphiits were good,
with a certam glow of mind which T had already learned
to depend upon as the sme prognostic of sucress
Passing o small and sohitary school house, where a light
was burning dimly, and « few people were entermg the
door, T went in with them, and saw my fiiend Eliakim at
the desk  He had collected about fifteen heaters, mostly
females Just as I entered, he was begimning to pray in
aceents go low and mterrupted that he <eemed to doubt
the 1cception of s effmts both with God and man.
There was room for distrust mn 1egard to the latter. At
the conclusion of the prayer, several of the hittle audience
went out, Jeaving him to begin his discourse under such
discouraging cucumstances, added to his natwial and
agomzing diffidence, Knowing that my presence on these
occasions increased his embariassment, I had stationed
mjself in a dushy place near the door, and now stole
softly out )

On my 1eturn to the tavern, the tiagedy wasalieady con-
cluded ; and, being a feeble one m 1tself, and indifferently
peiformed, it left so much the better chance for the Story
Teller  The bar was thronged with customers, the toddy
stick keeping a continual tattoo ; while in the hall there
was o broad, deep, buzzing sound, with an occasional peal
of mmpatient thunder—all symptoms of an overflowing
house and an cager audience. I drank a glass of wine
and wate1, and stood at the side scene conversing with a
young person of doubtful sex. If a gentleman, how counld
he have performed the singing girl the mght before in No
Song No Supper? Or, 1f a lody, why did she enact
Young Norval, and now wear a green coat and white
pantaloons in the character of Little Pickle? In either

[N
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case, the diess was pretty, and the wearer bewitching ; so
that, at the proper mowent, I stepped forwaxd with a gay
heart and a bold one ; while the oichestra played a tune
that had resounded at many a country ball, and the cur-
tamn, as 1t 10se, discovered something Iike a country bar
100m  Such a scene was well enough adapted to such a
tale
The orchestia of our hitle theatie consisted of two
fiddles and a clarionet , but, if the whole harmony of the
Tremont had been theire, 1t mught have swelled m vain
beneath the tumult of applause that grceted me The
good people of the town, knowing that the woild contained
mnumetable persons of celebiity undreamed of by them,
took 1t for granted that T was one, and that thewr roar of
welcome wnas but a feeble echo of those which had thun-
dered mound me n lofty theaties Such an enthusiastic
uproar was never heard Each person seemed a Briareus
clapping a hundred hands, besides keeping his feet and
several cudgels 1n play with stamping and thumping on
the floor , while the ladies flourished their white cambric
handke: chiefs, intermixed with yellow and 1ed bandanna,
ke the flags of different nations  After such a
salutation, the celebrated Story Teller felt almost ashamed
to produce so humble an affur as Mr. Higgmbotham’s
Catastirophe
This story was originally more dramatic than as theie
presented, and afforded good scope for mimicry and buf-
foonery, neither of which,.to my shame, did T spare. I
never knew ¢ the magic of a name” il I used that of Mr.
Higgmbotham  Often as T repeated 1t, theie were Iouder
bursts of meiriment than those which 1esponded {o what,
m my opinion, were more legitimate strokes of humour.
The success of the piece was incaleulably heightened by a
stiff cue of horse hau, which Lattle Pickle, n the spirit of
that mischief loving character, had fastened to my collar,
whete, unknown to me, 1t kept making the queerest ges-
tures of 1ts own i courespodence with all mme The
andience, supposing that some enormous joke was ap-
pended to this long tail belind, were meffably dehghted,
and gave way to such a tumulf of approbation that, just
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as the stoty closed, the benches bioke beneath them, and
left one whole row of my admirers on the floor.  Xven o
‘that predicament they continued then applause In
after tunes, when I had grown a bitfer morahzer, I took
this seene for an example how much of fame 1s humbug ;
how much the meed of what our bettcr nature blushes
at ; how much an accident ; how much bestowed on ms-
taken principles, and how small and poor the reianant
TFrom pit and boxes there was now a umversal call for the
Story Teller
That celebiated personage came not when they did call
to him  As [ left the staze, the landloid, Being also the
postmaster, had given me a letter with the postmaik of
my native villaze, and directed to my assumed name in
the stiff old handwntimg of Paicon Thumpcushion.
Doubtless he had heard of the risimmg renown of the
Story Teller, and conjectured at once that such a nonde-
seript luminary could be no other than his lost waid
His epistle, though I never read it, affected me most
pamfully. I seemed to see the Puritamc figure of my
guardian standing among the fiipperzes of the theatie
and pomnting to the players—the fantastic and effemmate
men, the pamted women, the giddy gnl mn boy’s
clothes, meriier than modest—pomting to these with
solemu ridicule, and eyemg me with stern rebuke. His
image was a type of the austeie duty, and they of the
- vamities of life
I hastened with the letter to my chamber, and held 1t
unopened m my hand, winle the applause of my buffoonery
yet sounded through the theatie Another - tramn of
thought came over me The stern old man appeated
agam, but now with the gentleness of sonow, softening
his authonty with love, as a father might, and even
bending his venerable head, as if to say that my erors
had an apology n his own mistaken discipline I stiode
twice acioss the chamber, then held the letter m the
flame of the candle, and beheld 1t consume unicad
It 15 fixed n my mind, and was so at the time, that he
had addressed me 1 a style of pateinal wisdom, and love,
and reconciliation, which I could not have resisted had 1
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but 11sked the trial  The thought still haunts me that
then I made my nrevocable choice between good and evil
fate

Meanwhile,-as this occurrence had disturbed my mind,
and ndisposed me to the present exercise of my profes-
sion, I left the town, 1n spite of a laudatory eciitique
the newspaper, and untempted by the hiberal offers of the
manager As we walked onward, followmg the same
10ad, on two such different errands, Ehakim groaned 1o
spirtt, and laboured with tears to convince me of the gmilt
and madness of my life.



- SKETCHES TROM MEMORY.
THEC NO1CH OF THL WHITE MOUNTAINS

It was now the middle of September. We had come
since sunuse fiom Bartlett, passing up through the valley
of the Saco, which extends between mountamnous walls,
sometimes with a steep ascent, but often aslevel asa
chuich aisle  All that day and two preceding ones we
had been loitermg towmds the heart of the White
Mountains—those old erystal hills, whose mysterious
brilhancy had gleamed upon our distant wanderings
before we thought of visiting them. Height after height
had 1isen and towered one above another till the clouds
began to hang below the peaks Down their slopes were
the red pathways of the shdes, those avalanches of eaith,
stones, and tiees, which descend into the hollows, leaving
vestiges of their tiack haidly to be effaced by the vegeta-
tion of ages We had mountains behind us and moun-
tamns on each side, and a gioup of mightier ones ahead,
still our road went up along the Sace, 11ght towards the
centre of that gioup, as if to chmb sheve the clouds 1n
1ts passage to the farther region

In old times the settlers used to be astounded by the
mroads of the northern Indians, coming down upon them
from this mountain rampait, through some defile known
only to themselves It 1s, indeed, a wondrous path A
demon, 1t might be fancied, or one of the Titans, was
tiavelling up the valley, elbowing the heights carelessly
aside as he passed, t1ll at length a great mountamn took
its stand directly across his mtended road He tarries
not for such an obstacle, but, rending 1t asunder a
thousand feet fiom peak to base, discloses its treasuies of
hidden minerals, its sunless wateis, all the secrets of the
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mountain’s mmost heart, with a mighty fiactuie of rugged
precipices on each side  This 1s the Notch of the White
Hills. Shame on me that I have attempted to describe
1t by so mean an image—feeling, as I do, that 1t is one of
those symbolic scenes which lead the mind to the senti-
ment, though not to the conception, of Omnipotence

* ¥ * » * *

We had now reached a nairow passage, which showed
almost the appearance of having been cut by human
stiength and aitifice mn the solid rock  Thete was a wall
of granite on each side, high and piecipitous, especially
on our right, and so smooth that a few eveigieens could
hardly find foothold enough to grow thezte  This 1s the
entrance, or, 1n the duection we weie going, the extiemity
of the1omantic defile of the Notch Before emergmng
fiom 1t, the ratthng of wheels approached behind us, and
a stage coach rumbled out of the mountain, with seats on
top and trunks behind, and a smart duver, 1 a diab
gieat-coat, touching the wheel horses with the whip stock
and remmmmg m the leaderts To my mind there was a
sort of poet1y i such an meident, hardly mnferior to what
would have accompanied the painted aiiay of an Indian
war party gilding forth from the same wild chasm All
the passengeis, except a very fat lady on the back seat,
had abghted  One was a mineralogist, a scientific, green-
spectacled fignie 1 black, bearing a heavy hammer, with
which he did great damage to the precipices, and put the
fiagments m his pocket Another was a well-diessed
young man, who carried an opeta glass set m gold, and
seemed to be making a quotation fiom some of Byron’s
rhapsodies on mountain scenery  There was also a trader,
1eturning from Portland to the upper part of Veimont,
and a fawr young girl, with a very famnt bloom like one of
those pale and delicate flowers which sometimes occur
among alpme chffs

They disappeated, and we followed them, passing
thiough a deep pine forest, which for some miles allowed
us to see nothing but its own dismal shape. Towards
nightfall we reached a level amphitheatre, surrounded by
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a great 1ampart of hills, which shut out the sunshine long
before 1t left the external world It was here that we
obtamned om first view, except at a distance, of the prin-
cipal group of mountamms, They are majestic, and even
nwiul, when contemplated 1 a proper mood, yet, by
then breadth of base and the long 11dges which support
them, give the idea of mmmense bulk iather than of
towerng height  Mount Washmgton, mdeed, looked
near to heaven . he was white with snow a mile downward,
and had caught the only clond that was sailing through
the atmosphere to veil his head Let us forget the other
names of Amelican statesmen that have been stamped
upon these hills, but still call the loftiest WasminaTON.
Mountamns are Tarth’s undecaymng monuments They
must stand while she endues, and never should be con-
secrated to the mere gicat men of their own age and
country, but to the mighty ones alone, whose glory 1s
universal, and whom all time will 1ender illustrious

The air, not often sultry m this elevated region,
neatly two thousand feet above the sea, was now
shaip and cold, like that of a clear November evening mn
the lowlands By morning, probably, theie would be a
fiost, 1if not a snowfall, on the grass and rye, and an 1cy
smface over the standing water I was glad to perceive
a prospect of comfortable quarters 1 a house which we
were approaching, and of pleasant company 1n the guests
who were assembled at the door.

OUR EVENING PARTY AMONG THE MOUNTAINS

We stood 1z front of a good substantial faim house, of
old date mn that wild country A sign over the door
denoted 1t to be the White Mountain Post Office—an
establishment which distiibutes letters and newspapeis to
perhaps a score of persons, comprising the population of
two o1 thice townships among the hills The broad and
weighty antlers of a deer, “a stag of ten,” weie fastened
at the corner of the house, a fox’s bushy tail was nailed
beneath them ; and a huge black paw lay on the giound,
newly severed and still bleeding—the tiophy of a bem



SKETOHES FROM MIMORY 381

hunt. Among several peisons collected about the door-
steps, the most 1emarkable was_a sturdy mountameer, of
six feet two and coriesponding bulk, with a heavy set of
featuies, such as nmught be moulded on his own black-
snuth’s anvil, but yet indicative of mother wit and 10ugh
humour  As we appeared, he uplifted a tim trumpet,
four or five fect long, and blew a tremendous blast, either
m honow of ow aruival or to anaken an echo fiom the
~ oppostte hill A

Ethan Crawford’s guests wete of such a motley deserip-
tion as to foum quite a picturesque group, seldom seen to-
gether except at some place hike this, af once the pleasnie
house of fashionable tourists and the homely imm of
country travellers  Among the company at the door
weie the mimeralogist and the owner of the gold opeia
glass whom we had encounteied in the Notch; two
Georgian gentlemen, who had chilled their sonthern blood
that moinmng on the top of Mount Washington, a
physician and s wife fiom Conway , a tiader of Buihing-
ton and an old squue of the Gieen Mouutains; and two
young mariied couples, all the way fiom Massachusetts,
on the matinmomal jaunt Besides these stiangers, the
1ngged county of Coos, in which we were, wasepiesented
by half a dozen woodeutters, who had slam a bear m the
forest and smtten off ns paw

I had jowed the paity, and had a moment’s leisure to
cramine them before the echo of Ethan's blast returned
from the lull  Not one, but many echoes had caught up
the harsh and tuneless sound, untwisted 1ts complicated
tlneads, and found a thousand aenial haimomes m one
stern tiumpet tone. It was a distmct yet distant and
dicamhke symphony of melodions mstruments, 4s if an
any band had been idden on the hullside and made famt
music at the summons  No subsequent trial produced so
clem, delicate, and spmitual a concert as the first A
ficldpiece was then dischaiged fiom the top of & neigh-
bowung hill, and gave buth to one long reveirberation,
wluch ran 1ound the cencle of mountans in an unbroken
cham of sound, and 1olled away without a separate
echo  After these expeuments, the cold atmosphere
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diove us all mnto the house, with the keenest appetites
for supper.

It did one’s hemt good to see the great fires that weie
lindled 1n the parlour and bar room, especially the latter,
where the fire-place was built of 10ugh stone, and might
have contained the tiunk of an old tiee for a backlog. A
nman keeps a comfortable hearth when s own forest 15 at
his very door  In the parlour, when the evening was
fanly set i, we held our hands before om eyes to shield
them from the 1uddy glow, and began a pleasant vaiiety
of conversation  The mineralogist and the physician
talked about the invigorating qualities of the mountan
an, and 1fs excellent effect on Iithan Ciawford’s fathe,
an old man of seventy-five, with the unbioken fiame of
middle Iife.  The two biides and the doctor’s wife held a
whispered discussion, which, by then frequent titterngs
aud a blush or two, secmed to have 1eference to the tiials
or enjoyments of the matrimomal state. The bride-
grooms sat together m a coiner, ugdly silent, like
Quakers whom the spirtt moveth not, bemng still m the
odd predicament of bashfulness towards then own young
wives. The Gieen Mountam squue chose me for Jus
companion, and descuibed the difficulties he had met with
half a century ago m travellng from the Connecticut
Ruver thiough the Notch to Conwmy, now a single day’s
journey, though 1t had cost himeighteen  The Gemgmns
held the album between them, and favoured us with a
few specimens of 1ts contents, which they considered
ridiculous enough to be worth he'umfr One extiact met
with deserved 'tpphuse Tt gwas o Sonnet, to the Snow
on Mount Washmgton,” and had been contiibuted that
very afternoon, bemmg a signature of great distinction
in magazines and annuals  The lines weie elegant and
full of fancy, but too remote from famiba senhment
and cold as therr sukject, resembling those curious speci-

‘vmens of crystalhized vapom which I observed next day on
he mountam top. The poet was understood to be the
bening gentleman of the gold opera glass, who hemd our

now ld'xtmy 1ema ks with the composuie of a veteran
Juch was our party, and such their ways of amusement.
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But on a,winter evening another set of guests assembled
at the heaith where these summer travellers were now
sitting -1 once had 1t 1n contemplation to spend a month
hereabouts, in sleighing time, for the sake of studying
the yeomen of New England, who then elbow each other
through the Notch by hundieds, on then wayto Portland
There conld be no better school for such a purpose than
Ethan Ciawford’s mnn. Let the student go thither m
December, sit down with the teamsteis at their meals,
shaie their evening meriiment, and repose with them at
might when every bed has 1ts thiee occupants, and parlour,
bar room, and kitchen are stiewn with slumberers around
the fiie  Then let him rige before dayhight, button his
greateoat, muffle up his eats, and stiide with the depait-
mg caravan a mile or two, to see how sturdily they malke
head aganst the blast A tieasure of characteristic trauts
will 1epay all mconvemences, even should a fiozen nose
be of the number

The conveisation of our party soon became more an-
mmated and sincere, and we 1ecounted some traditiong of
the Indians, who belheved that the father and mother of
their race were saved fiom o deluge by ascending the
peak of Mount Washington The children of that pan
have been overwhelmed, and found no such 1efuge. In |
the mythology of the savage, these mountains were after-
wards considered sacied and maccessible, full of unearthly
wondexs, illummnated at lofty heights by the blaze of prec-
1ous stones, and inhabited by deities, who sometimes
shrouded themselves m the snow storm and came down
on the lower woild  ‘There axe few legends moze poetical
than that of the ““Great Caxbuncle” of the White Moun-
tans  The behief was communicated to the Enghsh
settlers, and 1s haidly yet extinct, that a gem, of such
immense size as to be seen shining mmles away, hangs
fiom a rock over n clear, deep lake, high up among the
buills.  They who had once beheld 1ts splendour were en-
thialled with an unutterable yearning to possess 1t But
a spuit guarded that mestimable jewel, and bewildered
the adventurer with a dark mist fiom the enchanted lake.
Thus hife was woin away i the van search for an un-
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carthly tieasure, Uil at length the deluded one went up
the mountain, still sangume as m youth, but retmned no
more On this theme methinks I could frame a tale with
a deep moral,

The hearts of the palefaces would not thnll to these
superstitions of the 1ed men, though we spoke of them m
the centre of thewr haunted 1cgion The habils and sen-
timents of that departed people were too distinet fiom
those of their successors to find much 1eal sympathy It
has often been a matter of 1egret to me that I was shut
out fiom the most peculin field of American fiction by an
mability to see any romance, or poetry, ot grandew, or
beauty m the Indian chmacter, at least till such traits
weie pomnted out by others I do abhor an Indian story.
Yet no wiiter can be moie secme of a permanent place
m om literatme than the biogiapher of the Indian chiefs

Il1s subject, as 1eferrng to tribes which have mostly
vanished fiom the emth, gives him a 1ight to be placed
on a classic shelf, apart fiom the mewits which will sustam
him there

I made mquirtes whether, in lus 1esearches about these
paits, our mueralogist had found the three “Silver Iills”
which an Indian sachem sold to an Enghshman nearly
two hundied yeais ago, and the ticasme of which the
postenity of the purchaser have heen looking for ever
stuee . But the man of <cicuce had 1ansacked every hill
along the Saco, and knew nothing of these prodigious
piles of wealth, By this time, a3 usual witlh men on the
eve of gieat adventure, we had prolonged our session deep
mto the mght, considerng how carly we weie to set out
on om si1x miles 1ide to the foot of Mount Washington
There was now a general breaking up I serutinized the
faces of the two buidegiooms, and saw but hitle proba-
bility of then leaving the bosom of earthly bliss, in the
fust week of the honeymoon and at the fiosty hom of
three, to climb above the clouds, nor, when I felt how
shaip the wind was as 1t rushed thiough a bioken pane
and cddied between the chinks of my unplastered chamber,
did T anticipate much alacity on my own part, though
we weie to seek for the ¢ Gieat Carbuncle ”
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THE CANAL BOAT. )

I was mclined to be poctical about the Grand Canal
Tn my magmation De Witt Clinton was an enchanter,
who had waved his magic wand from the Hudson to Lake
Fue and united them by a watery lughway, crowded
with the commerce of two woilds, till then naccessible to
each cther. Tlis simple and mighty conception had con-
feried mestimable value on spots which Natuie seemed to
have tlnown caielessly mnto the great body of the carth,
without forcsecing that they could ever attam importance,
I pictined the surpuise of the sleepy Dutchmen when the
new 1tver first ghttered by themwr doors, bimgmg them
hard cash or foreign commodities mm exchange for then
hitherto unmmketable produce  Surely the water of this
canal must be the most fertihzmg of all flmds; for 1t
canses towns, with their masses of buick and stone, then
chuiches and theaties, then busmess and hubbub, then
hwury and refinement, then gay dames and polished
atizens, to spung up, tall m time the wondrous sticam
may flow between two contmuous lmes of bwldings,
thiough one thionged street, fiom Buffalo to Albany. 1
embarked about thnty miles below Utiea, detexmumng to
voyage along tho whole extent of the canal at least twice
m the couise of the summer.

Behold us, then, fanly aflont, with thiee hoises hai-
nessed to our vessel, like the steeds of Neptune to a huge
scallop shell m mythological pietures  Bound to a
distant port, we had neither chait nor compass, nor cared
about the wind, nor felt the heaving of a billow, noy
diended shipwieck, however fiecico the tempest, m om
adventnious navigation of an mternunable mund puddie;
for a mud puddle 1t seemed, and as dak and twrbid s of
every kennel i the land paud contiibution to it With
an mperceptible curient, 1t holds its drowsy way through
all the dismal saamps and wmmpressiie ~cenery that
cotld be found helween the great lakes and the sea coast
Yot there is vattety enongh both ou the suifnee of the
A

»
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tlnze with 1, yet still retaming the happy hightness of
ther own spuit,

ITad T been on my feet at the time mstead of smling
slowly along m a dnty canal boat, I should often have
paused to contemplate the diversified panoiama along the
banks of the canal. Somectimes the scene was a forest,
dark, dense, and 1mper vious, breaking away occasionally
and 1ccedmng from a lonely fiack, covered with dismal
black stumps, where on the verge of the canal, might be
seen a log cottage and a sallow-faced woman at the
wmdow., Lean and aguwsh, she looked like poverty
peisonified, half clothed, half fed, and dwelling in a
desert, while the tide of wealth was sweeping by her door
Two o1 thiee miles {fmither would bimg us to a lock,
whete the slight mmpediment to navigation had created a
httle mart of tiade Here would be found commodities
of all sorts, enumerated m yellow letters on the wmdow
shutters of o small grocery store, the owner of which had
set his soul to the gathering of coppeis and small change,
buymng and selling thiough the week, and counting s
gains on the blessed Sabbath  The next =cene might be
the dwclling houses and stores of a thuving svillage, built
of wood or small grey stones, a chmch spue 1sig n the
mudst, and gencially two taveins, beanmg over themr
mazzas the pompous titles of “hotel,” “exchange,”
“tontme,” or “coffec house ” Passing on, we ghde now
mto the unquiet heamit of an mland city—of Utica, for
mstance—and find omselves armd piles of brick, crowded
docks and quays, 1:ch warchouses, and a busy population
We feel the eager and hunying spirit of the place, like a
sticam and eddy whnlmg us along with it Thiough
the thickest of the tumult goes the canal, flowing between
lofty rows of buildings and aiched bridges of hewn stone
Onwaid al-o, go we, tll the hum and bustle of stingghng
cntetprice die anay behmmd us and we me treading an
avenue of the ancient woods agan,

This "sounds not anuss m descuiption, but was so tire-
some m1ecality that we wete driven to the most childish
expedients for amusement.  An English traveller paraded
the deck, with a 1fle m Ins walkimg stick, and waged war
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on squityelo sad wondp Sbery rar stimer veaching e
eavee ~ful hidlot penone dheetoaf oy et an b e
whieh abomnd in the dunty water o8 the ool ) s,
pebted thess fooli b bied o abh agpl L wnd onsb b ad ghe
tihendous pusentne © of 1l q.mm‘« TR S N T
white theapple bohbed qdeet Lo o thimee o0 Li0 Nl
Ttle necidints aff ndedl pr ra Ladtar ddeorion At
the moment of choage g h-*} “othe tan tepe cuncht s
Massachusott’s faviner Iy the Jer ad the v T dovas fe
Avers mdecenbable ponture Loasing s pls mnrk ssoan
Iortundy Hiabh o A oes o w3 na fas Toaetom
attomphing o etep on dolt wrthe bt cuer e} from
under a b oot an B Sandovaderhe a0 o
Tuck woubl hoe 3ty baneg ol 1o lop elomamd frou the
bank, fathath pluesed up to o thed v wdesst Latrn
in the eanad, and v i hod out oy a vy mbsbde plichy,
ned at all aeended by o tooe rorpels of ayp phag o
Anon a Virrin whmhnvtu, too mtent o 0 po ket
Ve it to bevd the et e warssy o, Doidue U hy o0
was s aluted by the sl braliae on e huowlels bic ]
had prostrared myaddf B s pryan bedote s sdeld, b
heard the dull, leaden comned of th eastoct, il fn}iv e
peeted to sew the trevamvs of the pos wmen’™s o ol
seatleresd abont the deel, MHowever, e thete sy ne heoa
done, escept a lauze bamp on the hoead, and sl bl o
cotre ponding dent in the bridee, the 1ot of 4, evebner A
glances md loaghied puetly, Oy bow ptale 5 are nide
prople?
+ * ¢ kS * Ly

The table bame now lensthiened throush the cabn and
spread for supper, tho neal twenty mnutes were the
pleasantest T had spaut on the eantd, the s e spaee ot
dinner exeepted. Al the olosg of the ‘meal it hod becote
dusky enowsh for lamphuelit The 1ain pattered une
censigly on tho deck, aud cometint v cae wath a sulben
yash azainst the windows, didven by the wind us 1t st
thiough an opening of the forests The intelerable dulness
of the seene cnwendered an ovd spuit mwme, Pereonvirg
that the Enghishmuan was taking notes m o wemovanium
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book, with occacional clance: round the eabn, I presumerd
that we were all to fizme m o future volume of t1avels,
and amused my 1l humow by falling mmto the probable
vem of s 1emarks  He wonld hold up an imaginary
wirior, whetem out reflected faces would appear ugly and
ridhenlons, yet still 1etan an undemnable likeness to the
orgnuals,  Then, with mote sweepg malice. he would
make these catreatures the 1epresentatives of gmcat classes
of my conntiymen

He glanced at the Ve gima schoolmister, a Yankee by
Lirth, who, to 1ecreate himeelf, was exawining a fieshman
fiom Schenectady College n the conjugation of a Gieekh
vaab  Hun the Dnglishman vould poriray as a schola
of America, and compaie Ins erandition {o the schoolboy’s
Latin theme made up of seraps 1ll relected and wome put
together, Newt the tounist looked at the Massachusett’s
furmer, who was dehvering o dogmatic harangue on the
nuquity ot Sunday male,  Here was the fur-famed yeoman
of New England, his rehgron, wites the Inglhishman, is
ploom cn the Sabbatl, long prayers every mornmng and
eventide, and ihiberality at all tunes, hrs boasted -
formation 1s merely an abstract and compound of uews-
paper patagraphe, Congress debates, eauncus harangues,
and the mgnment and judge’s chmge m his own lawsuits
The bookmonger cast his eve ot a Detioit merchant, and
bezan seribbhing faster than ever. In this sharp-eyed
man, this lean mon, of wimhled bhrow, we see daung
enterpuise and Jose-histed avarice combined.  Here 15 the
vorshupper of Munmon at noonday, hete 15 the three
tites banlaupt, 1ichar after evely 1mm, heie, in one
word (Oby wicked Fnglishman {o say it'), here 15 the
American,  He hited his eyeglass to mspect o western
lady. who at onece hecame uware of the glance, reddened,
and 1etired deeper mto the femnle pmt of the eabm,
Here was the pure, medest, <enmitise, and shumking
woman of Amerea-—shrinhing when no ewl 13 intended,
and sensifive Iike diceased fleshy that thnlls af you but
poiut at 1t, and strangely modest, without confidence in
the modesty of other people and admmuably pure, with
such a quich apprchension of all impurity.
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. In this manner I went all through the cabm, hitting
every body as hard a lash as I could, and laymg the
whole blame on the wfeinal Enghshman At length T
caught the eyes of my own 1mage m the lookmg glass,
whete o number of the paty were likewise reflected, and
among them-the Englishman, who at that moment was
mtently observing myself
* * * * *

The ciimson curtamn beng let down between the ladies
and gentlemen, the cabmn became a bed chamber fo
twenty persons, who weie laid on shelves one above
another  For a long time our vaiious mcommodities kept’
us all awake except five or six, who were accustomed to
sleep nightly anud the uprom of then own snormng, and
had Tittle to dread fiom any other species of disturbauce.
It 15 a curious fact that these snorers had been the most
quict people 1 the boat while awake, and became peace-
bieakers only when others cease to be so, bieathing
tumult out of their repose Would 1t were possible to
affix a wind mnstiument to the nose, and thus make
melody of a shote, so that a sleeping lover might serenade
his mistiess or a congiegation snore a psalm tune!
Other, though famnter, sounds than these contiibuted to
my 1estlessness My head was close to the ciimson cur-
tamm—the sexual diviston of the boat—behind which I
contmually heaid whispers and stealthy footsteps, the
noise of a comb lmd on the table or a shipper diopped on
the floor , the twang, Iike a broken harpstiing, caused by
loosening a tight belt, the 1ustlng of a gown m 1ts
descent, and the unlacing of a par of stays, My em
secemed to have the propertics of an eye; a visible
mmage pestered my fancy in the darkness, the cutan
was withdrawn between me and the western lady, who
yet disrobed herself without a blush

Fmally all was bushed m that quaiter. Still I was
more broad awake than thiough the whole preceding day, -
and felt a feverish impulse to toss my limbs mules apart
and appease the unquietness of mind by that of matter
Forgetting that my berth was haidly so wide as a coffin,
I turned suddenly over, and fell like an avalanche on the
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we penetiate, a vulgar and woildly thiong, intrudmg on
her latest souatude. In other lands decay sits among
fallen palaces , but here her home 1s in the forests

Lookmg ahead, I disceined a distant light, announcing
the appioach of another boat which soon passed us and
proved to be a rusty old scow—just such a craft as the
“ Flymmg Dutchman ” would navigate on the canal. Pei-
haps 1t was that celebrated personage himself whom I
mpetfectly distinguished at the helm in a glazed cap and
rough gieatcoat, with a pipe 1n his mouth, leaving the
fumes of tobacco a hundied yads behind  Shortly after,
our boatman blew a horn, sending a long and melancholy
note thiough the foiest avenue as a signal for some
watcher in the wilderness to be ready with a change of
hotses 'We had proceeded a mile o1 two with om fiesh
team when the tow rope got entangled in a fallen branch
on the edge of the canal and caused a momentary delay,
duning which I went to examme the phosphorie light of
an old tiee a little within the forest It was not the first
delusive radiance that I had followed

The tree lay along the ground, and was wholly con-
verted mto a mass of diseased splendour, winch threw a
ghastliness atound. Being full of conceits that night, I
called 1t a fiignd fire, a funeral light, 1llumming decay and
death, an emblem of fame that gleams aound the dead
man without warming him, or of genius when it owes 1ts
bidhancy to moral rottenness, and was thinking that such’
ghostlike torches were just fit to light up this dead forest
or to blaze coldly m tombs, when, staiting fiom my ab-
straction, T Jooked up the canal. I 1ecollected myself,
and discovered the lanterns ghmmering far away

“Boat ahoy!” shouted I, making a tiumpet of my
closed fists

Though the cry must have rung for pules along that
hollow passage of the woods, 1t produced no effect  These
packet boats make up for then snail-ike pace by never
loitening day nor might, especially for those who have
paud then fare. Indeed, the captam had an interest m
getting nid of me, for T was his creditor for a bireakfast.

“They are gone, Heaven be prased!” ejaculated I,
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of offeing lis wares to the public, not that he 1s
deterred by pride, but by the certamn conviction that such
demonstiations would not mnciease his custom  Besides,
this activity m busmess would require an eneigy that
never could bave Leen a chaacteristic of his almost
passive disposition even m youth  Whenever an actual
customer appears the old man looks up with a patient
cye. 1if -the price and the aificle aie approved, he 1s
1cady to make change, otheimise lus eyelids dioop
again sadly enough, but with no heavier despondency
than before 'He shivets, perhaps folds his lean arms
around lus lean body, and resumes the hifelong, fiozen
patience m which consists lis stiength  Once 1 a
while a schoolboy comes hastily up, places a cent or
two upon the board, and tahes up a cake, or stick of
candy, or o measmie of walnuts, or an apple as 1ed
cheeked as himself. Theie aie no words as to price,
that bemng ag well known to the buyer as to the seller.
The old apple dealen never speaks an unnecessary
woid © not that he 1s sullen and moiose, but theie 18
none of the cheermess and briskness m him that stus up
people to talk -

Not seldom 1s he greeted by some old neighbour, a man
well-to-do 1n the woild, who makes a civil, patiomzmg
observation about the weather; and then, by way of pei-
forming a charitable deed, begms to chaffer tor an apple
Ow fuend presumes not on any past acquaintance , he
makes the buefest possible 1esponse to all geneial
1emarhs. and shruuhs quietly mto himself agamn  After
cvery dimnution of his stock he takes care to produce
fiom the basket another cake, another stick of candy,
another apple, or another measme of walnuts, to supply
the place of the aiticle sold. Two or thiee attempts—
or, perchance, half a dozen—aie 1equisite before the
bomrd can be 1eannanged to lus satisfaction  If he have
1ccerved a silver com, he waits till the pmchaser 1s out of
sight, then exammes 1t closely, and tiies to bend it with
hig finger and thumb finally he puts 1t mto his waist-
cont pocket with seemingly a gentle migh. This mgh, so
frnt as to be hmdly perceptible, and not expressive of any
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- To confess the tiuth, it 13 not the easicst matter m the
world to define and mdividualisé 2 character like this
which we me now handling The portiait must be so
generally negatise that the most delicate penetl 1s likely
1o spoil 1t by mbrodueing some too positive tint  Lvery
touch must be kept down, o1 else you destioythe subdued
tone which 1s absolutely essential to the whole effect.
Perhaps more may be done by contiast than by direct
descuption Tor this purpose I make use of another
eake and candy merchant, who likewsse infests the 1ail-
10ad depot  This latter worthy i1s a very smart and
well-diessed boy of ten years old o1 thercabouts, who
skips briskly Inther and thither, addressing the passengers
m'a pert voice, yet with somewhat of good biceding n
his tone and pronunciation  Now he has caught my eye,
and skips across the 10om with a pretty pertness, which I
should like to coirect with o box onthe car  ** Any cake,
sir? any candy ¢’

No, none for me, my lad. T did but glance at your
biisk figure n order to catch a ieflected hight and thiow
1t upon your old 11val yonder

Agam, m order to invest my conception of the old man
with a more decided sense of reality, I look at him 1n the
very moment of mtensest bustle, on the arival of the
cars The shriek of the engine as it 1ushes nto the car
house 18 the utterance of the steam fiend, whom man has
subdued by magic spells and compels to serve as a beast
of bmden He has skimmed rivers in lus headlong rush,
dashed through forests, plunged mto the hearts of moun-
tamng, and glanced fiom the city to the desert place, and
-agam to a far-off city, with a meteoric progress, seen and
out of sight, while lus 1everbeiating 10ar still fills the ear
The tiavellers svaim forth fiom the ears  All aie full of
the momentum which they have caught fiom then mode
of conveyance It scems as if the whole woild, both
morally and physieally, weie detached fiom 1ts old stand-
fasts and set m 2apid motion  And, m the midst of this
teruble activify, there sits the old man of gingeibiead, so
subdued, so hopeless, so without a stake in Iife, and yet
not positively miserable—there he sits, the foiloin old






TIE ARTIST OF THE BEAUTIFUL
Ax eldeily man, with Ius piretty daughter on his aim,
was passing along, the stieet, aud emerged fiom the gloom
of the cloudy cvening mto the hght that fell acioss the
pavement fiom the window of a small shop It was a
_projectmg wmdow , and on the mside weie suspended a
variety of watches, pmchbeck, silver, and one ot two of
gold, all with then faces tuined fiom the sticct, as if
chuilishly dismnchined to mform the wayfuers what
o'clock 1t was -Secated withm the shop, sidelong to the
window, with his pale face bent earnestly over some del-
cate prece of mechanism on which was thiown the con-
centrated lustre of a shade-lamp, appenied a joung man,

“What can Owen Wailand be about?” muttered old
Peter Hovenden, himself a 1etned watchmakel and the
former master of this same young man whose occupation
he wis now wondermg at  “ What cau the fellow be
about? These six months past I have never come by his
shop without seemng hum just as steadily at work as now
It would be a flight beyond his usual foolery to sek for
the perpetual motion , and yet I know enough of .ay old
busmess to be certamn that what he 1s now so busy with
is no part of the machmery of a wateh”

“Perhaps, father,” said Anmie, without showing much
mterest m the question, “ Owen 15 mventing & new kind
of timekeeper I am sme he has mgenwty enough ”

“TPoh, cluld ! TIe has not the sort of ingenmty to 1n-
vent anything better than a Dutch toy,” answered her
father, who had foimeily been put to much vexation by
Owen Waland’s nregulm gemus  “A plague on suach
mgenuity | All the cffect that ever 1 knen of 1t was, to

. spoil the accuiacy of some of the best watches i my
. shop He would twn the sun ont of its oibit and de-
c2

[
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within a wheel, o1 loses hig health or the micety of his
eyesight, as was my case, and finds himself at middle age,
or a httle after, past labour at hus own trade, and fit for
ncthing else, yet too poor to live at his ease  So I say
once again, give me mamn stiength for my money And
then, how 1t takes the nonsense out of a man! Did you
ever hear of a blacksmith being such a fool as Owen War-
land yonder 2"

“Well saxd, uncle Hovenden!” shouted Robert Dan-
forth fiom the forge, m a full, deep, meiry voice, that
made the 100f reecho ““And what says Miss Annie to
that doetiine? She, I suppose, will think 1t a genteeler
busmess to tnker up a lady’s watch than to foige a horse-
shoe or make a gridnon ”

Annie diew her father onward without giving him time
for reply.

But we must retmin to Owen Warland’s shop, and
spend moie meditation upon his histovy and chaiacter.
than either Peter Hovenden, o1 probably his daughter
Anme, or Owen’s old schoolfellow, Robeit Danforth, would
have thought due to so slight a subject From the time
that lus hittle fingeis could grasp a penkmife Owen had -
been 1emaikable for a delicate mgenuity, which some-
times produced pretty shapes in wood, principally figures
of flowers and buds, and sometimes seemed to aim at the
hidden mysteries of mechamsm But 1t was always for
purposes of grace, and never with any mochery of the
useful He did not, Iike the ciowd of schoolboy artisans,
constiuct little windmlls on the angle of a bain ov water-
mills acioss the neighbowing brook Those who dis-
covered such peculiartty m the boy as to think 1t worth
then while to observe him closely, sometimes saw 1eason
to suppose thut he was attempting to imitate the beautiful
movements of Nature ag exemphified m the flight of buds
or the actimity of little ammals. It seemed, 1n fact, a
new development of the love of the beautiful, such as
might have made um a poet, a panter, or a sculptor,
and which was as completely refined from all utilitarian
coarseness as 1t conld have been 1 erther of the fine mits
Ho looked with singular distaste at the stiff and 1egular
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processes of ordmary machinery,  Being once carried to
see o steam engine, in the espectation that his mbiwmtive
comprchension of mechanienl principles wounld be gintificd,
he turned pule aud grew sely as it comething monstrous
and unnatural had been presrntcd to am. This honor
was partly owing to the sive and tenible energy of the
non Inbower; for the chaiacter of Owen’s mind was
microscopic, and tended natmally to the minute, in ac
cordance with lus dimmutive frume and the marvellous
smallness and deheate power of his fingers  Not that
his sense of beauty was thereby dunmmished info a cense
of prettiness  The beantiful den has no rcdation to wize,
and may be ng perfectly developed in a space too minute
fur any but micioscopie investization as within the ample
vergn that 1s measmed by the mie of the rambow,  [ut,
nt all events, this characteristic mmuteness i his objeets
and accomphshments made the world even more incap ible
than 1t might otherwise bave heen of appreciating Oven
Warland’s genius ~ The bog’s 1elatives saw  nothing
better to be dene—as perbaps there was not—than to
bmd him apprentice to o watchmaker, hoping that his
strange ingenuity might thus be iegulated and put to
utilitaran parposes

Peter Hovenden's opimion of Ins apprentice has already
been expressed He could mnke notlung of the Iad
Owen's apprchension of the professional mysteries, 1t is
{iue, was meoncenvably quick , but e altogether forgot
or despised the grand ohjeel of o watchmaker’s business,
and cared no more for the measurement of fuime than 1f 1t
had been merzed mto etermty.  So long, howevel, as he
1emamed under Ins old master’s care, Owew’s lack of
stmrdiness made 1t possible, by strict ajunctions and
sharp oversight, to 1estram Ins creative eccentrierty with
m bounds , but whea his appenticeshup was seived ont,
and he had taken ihe hittle shop which Peter Hovenden's
falmg eyesight compelled him to ichnqush, then did
people 1ecognize how unfit & percon was Owen Warland
to lead old blind Father Tmme along hus daily caurse.  One
of h1s most 1ational projects was to connect a musieal
operation with the machmary of hus watches s~ that all
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the haish dissonances of ife might be 1endered tuneful,
and each fittmg moment fall mto the abyss of the past
m golden diops of barmony If a family clock was in-
trusted to him for repair—one of those tall, ancient clocks
that have gionn nealy allied to human natuie by
measuring out the lifetime of many generations—he would
take upon himself to anange a dance o1 funeial proces-
sion of figures acioss 1ts venerable face, repiesentmg
twelve minthful or melancholy homs Seveial fieaks of
this kind quite destioyed the young watchmaker’s credit
with that steady and matter-of-fact class of people who
hold the opinion that time 13 not to be tufled with,
whether considered as the medium of advancement and
prosperity m this woild or preparation for the next His
custom rapidly dimmished—a musfor fune, however, that
was pirobably 1eckoned among his better accidents by
Owen Wailand, who was becoming moie and moie ab-
soibed 1n a seciet occupation which diew all his science
and manual dexteiity info itself, and hkewise gave full
employment to the characteristic tendencies of hws genus
This pmsuit had ahieady consumed many months

* After the old watchmalker and his pretty daughter had
gazed at him out of the obscuuity of the stieet, Owen
Wailand was se1zed with a fluttering of the nerves, which
made his hand tremble too violently to proceed with such
delicate labour as he was now engaged upon

“It was Anme herself!” murmmed he “I ghould
have known 1t, by this thiobbmg of my heat before I
heard her father’s voice. Abh, how 1t throbs! I ghall
seorcely be able to work again on this exquisite mechan-
1sm to-mght Anmie! dearest Annie! thou shouldst give
fiimness to my heart and hand, and not shake them thns,
fo, 1f I strive to put the very spnit of beauty nto form
and give 1t motion, 1t 1s for thy sake alone. O thiobbing
heart, be quiet! If my labom be thus thwaited, there |,
will come vague and unsatisfied dieams, which will leave
me spunitless to-moyrow

As he was endeavommg to settle himself agan to hig
tagk, the shop door opened and gave admittance to no
other than the stalwart figure which Peter Hovenden Liad
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paused to admire, as seen amid the light and shadow of
the blacksmith’s shop. Robert Danforth had biought a
little anvil of s own manufacture, and peculinly con-
structed, which the young artist had 1ecently bespoken.
Owen examned the article, and pronounced 1t fashioned
according to his wish.

“Why, yes,” smid Robert Danforth, his stiong voice
fillmg the shop as with the sound of a bass viol, “ T con-
sider myself equal to anything m the way of my own
tiade, though I should have made but a poor figure at
yous with-such a fist as this,” added he, lauglung, as he
la1d his vast hand beside the delicate one of Owen  “But
what then? I put more main stiength mto one blow of
my sledge hammer than all that you have expended since
you were a ‘prentice. - Is not that the tiuth?”

“Yery probably,” answered the low and slender voice
of Owen  “Stiength 18 an earthly monster I malke no
pietensions to 1t My force whatever there may be of 1t,
1s altogether spnitual,”

“ Well, but, Owen, what are you about?” asked hisold
schoolfellow, still mn such a heaity volume of tone that it
made the aitist shunk, especially as the question 1elated
to a subject so sacred as the absorbmg diecam of his 1m-
agmation. “Tolks do say that you aie tiying to discover
the perpetual motion.”

“The perpetual motion! INonsense!” replied Owen
Wailand, with a movement of disgust , for he was full of
Iittle petalances  “It can never be discovered It is a
dream that may delude men whose biams are mystified
with matter, but not me, DBesides, 1f such a discovery
were possible, 1t would not be worth my while to make 1t
only to have the seciet tmned to such puiposes as are
now effected by steam- and water pover T am not am-
bitious to be honoured with the patetmity of a new kind
of cotton machine ”

“ That would be droll enough!” cried the blacksmith,
breaking out mto such an uproa of laughter that Owen
himself and the bell glasses on his workbomid quivered
m unison  “No, no, Owen! No child of yours will
have non joints and smews Well, I won’t hinder you
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any more  Good night, Oven. and sucecss ; and if you
need any assistauce, so far as a downright blow of haramer
upon anvil will answer the purpose, I'm your man "

And with another laugh the man of mam stiength Icft
the shop.

“ How shiange 1t 15,” whicpered Owen Warland to lom-
self, leanming his head upon bis hand, “that all my mus-
ings, my purposey, my passion for the beautiful, my con-
sclousness of power to create it—a finer, more cthereal
power, of which this earthly guant can have no concepron
—all, all, look so vam and idle whenever my path is
crossed by Robert Danforth! Ile would drive me mad
weore I 1o meet bim often.  Ihs Lard biute force darkens
and confuses ‘the spiritual element within me; but I, too,
will be strong m miy ownway., I will not jield to ham”

He took fiom beneath a glass a piece of minute ma-
chinery, which he set mn the condensed hight of is lamp,
and, loohing intently at it through a magmiyimg glass
proceeded to operate with a delicate instrument of stecl.
In an wstant, however, he fell back m his chaw and
clasped his hands, with a look of horror on bis face that
made its small featutes as mmpressive as those of a grant
would have been.

“Ilcaven ! What have I done?” erelaimed he  ‘“lhe
vapout, the influenee of that hiute force—it hag be-
wildered me and obeeured my perceptron I have made
the very stioke—the fatal stioke—that I have dieaded
fiom the first It 15 all over—the toil of months, the
ohject of my hfe I am 1umcd!”

And theie he sat, m strange despr, until Ius lamp
flicketed m the socket and left the Artist of the Beautiful
m darkness

Thus it 15 that 1deas, which grow up within the 1magi-
nntion nud appear so lovely to it and of a value beyund
whatever men eall valuable, mie exposed to be shattered |
nnd anmilnlated by contact with the practical. Itis re-
quisite for the ideal artist 10 pussess n foree of charactot

that seems hadly compatible with its delicaey 3 he must
keep s fiuth m himcelf while the incredulons world
nesuls m wath ats ntter disbelief, he must stand up
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agunst mankind and be has own sole diseiple, both as re-
spects Ins genus and the objects to which 1t 15 dnected
Fo1 a time Owen Warland succumbed to this severe
but mevitable test. Ho spent a fow sluggish weeks with -
his head so contmually 1esting m his hands that the
townspeople had scarcely an opportumty to see his coun-
tenance, When at last 1t was again uphfted to the light
.of day, a cold, dull, nameless change was pereeptible upon
it. -In the opinion of Peter IIovcnden however. and that
order of sagacious understandings who think that hfe
should be 1eguhted like clochwork, with Ieaden weights,
the alteration was entunely for the better., Owen now,
mdeed, applied himmself to business with dogged mmdustry.
It was marvellous to witness the obtuse gmuty with
which he would mspect the wheels of a great, old silver
watch , theieby dehighting the owner, in whose fob 1t had
been worn till he deemed it a portion of hiy own hife, and
was accordingly jealous of its treatment  In consequence
of the good 1eport thus acquired, Owen Wailand was m-
vited by the proper authotities to 1egulate the clock n
the chuich steeple. He succeeded so admnably m this
matter of public mtcrest that the merchants grofily ac-
knowledged Ins merits on ’Change, the nuise whispered
his praises as she gave the potion m the sick chamber ;
the lover blessed him at the hour of appointed mnterview;
and the town m general thanked Owen for the punctuality
of dimner time In a woid, the heavy weirht upon his
gpiits kept everythmg i oider, not merely withmn his
own system, but wheresoever the iron aceents of the
chuich clock weie audible. It was a encumstance though
mmnte yet characteistic of his present state, that, when
vmployed to engiave names or mitials on silver spoons,
he . now wiote the 1equsite letters in the plainest possible
style;, omittmg a vauety of fanciful flourishes that had
hezetosfore dtstmauxshed his work m this kand
One alay, dmng the era of this happy transformation,
-old Peteisg Hovenden came to visit his former apprentice
“ Well 1Oven,” said he, “I am glad to hear such good
ticcounts of 3. 7ou from all quarters, and especially from the
town clock ymmder, which speaks m your commendation

1
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every hour of the tnwenty-fom. Only get1id altogether
of your nonsensieal f1ash about the beautiful, which I nor
nobody else, nor yowself to boot could ever understand
—only fiee youiself of that, and your success m life 15 as
suie as daylight  Why, if you go on 1 this way, I should
even venture to let you doctor tins precious old watch of
mine , though, except my daughter Annie, I have nothing
else so valuable mn the world ”

¢T should hardly dare touch 1t, su,” 1eplied Owen 1 a
depressed tone for he was weighed down by his old
master’s presence.

“In time,” sad the latter —“1n time, you will be cap-
able of 1t ” .

The old watchmaker, with the freedom natwally conse-
quent on lhis former authority, went on nspecting the
work which Owen had 1n hand at the moment, fogether
with other matters that weie:m progress The artist,
meanwhile, could scamicely nift his head Theie was’
nothing so antipodal to hus natwme as this man’s cold, unim-
agmative sagacity, by contact with which everything was
converted into a dicam except the densest matter of the
physical woild Owen groaned 1n spuit and prayed fer-
vently to be delivered fiom him

“ But what 15 this?” cized Peter Hovenden abruptly,
takmg up a dusty bell glass, beneath which appeated a
mechanical something, as delicate and minute as the
system of a butterfly’s anatomy ¢ What have we heie ?
Owen! Owen! there1s witcheiaft in these hittle chams, and
wheels, and paddles See! with one pinch of my finger
and thumb I am going to dehver you from all future penil.”

“ For Heaven’s sake,” screamed Owen Warland, sprng-
ing up with wonderful energy, “as you would not diive
me mad, do not touch1t! The shghtest pressme of yow
finger would 1uin me for ever ”

‘““Aha, youngman! And is 1t s0?” sud the old watch-
maker, looking at him with just enough of penetiation to
torture Owen’s soul with the bitterness of worldly
cutieism, ‘' Well, take your own comse, but I warn you
again that in this small piece of mechanism lives your evil
spizit.  Shall T exorcise lum 3"
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“You are my cvil spint,” answercd Owen, much ex-
cited—*“3you and the hard, comane world! The Jeaden
thoughts and the despondency that yon fling upon me me
my clogs, else I should long ago have achieved the task
that T was created for.”

Peter Hovenden shook his head, with the mixture of
contempt and mdignation which mankind, of whom he
was partly a representative, deem themeelves entitled to
feel townids all simpletons who seck other prizes than the
dusty one along the lughway. He then took his leave,
with an uphfted finger and a sneer upon his face that
haunted the artist’s dicams for many a might afterwards
At the time of Ius old master’s visit, Owen was probably
on the pomt of taking up the rehnquished task , but, by
this sinister event, he was thrown back into the state
whence he had been slowly emerzing.

But the mmnate tendency of his soul had only been
accumulating fresh vigour during 1its appaient sluggish-
ness  As the summer advanced, he almost totally relin-
quished ns busimess, and permitted Tather Time, so far
as the old gentleman was represented by the clocks and
watches under s control, to stiay at i1andom through
human life, making mfinite confusion among the i of
bewildered hours. He wasted the sunsiune, as people
said, m wandermg through the woods and fields and alung
the banks of stieams  There, like o chuld, he found
amusement m chasing butterfhes or watching the motions
of water mc<ects, There was something truly mysterious
in the mtentness with which he contemplated these
living playthings as they sported on the bieeze or examimed
the structure of an imperial msect vhom he had im-
puisoned. + The chase of butterflies was an apt emblem of
the 1deal purswit 1 which he had spent so many golden
hours ; but would the beautiful 1dea ever be yielded to lus
hand Iike the butterfly that symbolised1t? Sweet, doubt-
less, were these days, and congenial to the arhist’s soul.
They were full of brght conceptions, which gleamed
through his intellectual woild as the butterflies gleamed
through the outward atmosphere, and were 1cal to him,
for the mstant, without the toil, and perplexity, and many
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disappointments of attempting to make them wisible to
the sensual eye  Alas that the artist, whether i poetry
or whatever other materal, may not content mmself with
tho mward enjoyment of the beautiful, but must chase
the flitting mystery beyond the veige of lus ethereal
domam, and crush 1ts fiml bemg m seizing 1t with a
materal grasp Owen Wailand felt the impulse to give
external 1eality to hug ideas as wrresistibly as any of the
pocts or pamters who haveanayed the woild m o dimmer
and famter beauty, imperfectly copied from the richness
of thewr visions

The mght was now lus time for tho slow progiess of
1e-creating the one 1dea to which all his intellectual ac-
tivity 1eferred itself.  Always at the approach of dusk he
stole into the town, locked himself within his shop, and
wrought with patient delicacy of tonch for many hows.
Sometimes he was startled by the rap of the watchman,
who, when all the world should be asleep, had caught the
gleam of Jamphght thiongh the crevices of Owen War-
land’s shutterts  Daylight, to the morbid sensibility of
Ius mind, secemed to have an mtiusiveness that interfered
with lus pursuits  On cloudy and meclement days, theie-
fore, he sat with his head upon s hand mufiimg, as it
weto, us sensitive bram in o mist of mdefimito musings ;
for 1t was a 1chief to escape from the shaip distinetness
with which ho was compelled to shape out hus thoughts
during his nightly toil

I1om one of these fits of torpor he was aroused by the
entiance of Anme Hovenden, who came mto the shop
with the freedom of & customer and also with somethmg
of the familimuty of a childish friend. She had worn
n hole thiough har silver thimble, and wanted Owen to
repair it

“Dut I don’t know whether you will condescend to
such a task,” sud che, laughmng, “now that you are so
taken up with the notion of putting spitt mto mn-
chinery.”

“Wheie did you get that iden, Anmo?” sud Owen,
starting in swpuse. i

“ 0, out of my own head,” answored she, “and from
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something that I heard you say, long ago, when you were
but a boy and I a httle c¢inld. But come, will you
mend this poor thimble of mine $”

“ Anything for your sake, Annie,” said Owen Warland,
“anything, even were 1t to work at Robert Danforths
forge.”,

@ And that would be & pretty sight 17 retorted Amme,
glanemg with imperceptible shghtness at the atist’s small
and slender flame. “Well, here 1s the thunble ”

“But that 18 o strange 1dea of yours,” said Owen,
“abont the spnitualization of matter.”

And then the thought stole mto his mind that tlus
young gnl possessed the gift to comprehend nm better
than all the world besides  And what a help and strength
would 1t be to nm m Ins lonely toil if he could gmin the
sympathy of the only being whom he loved! To persons
whose purswits are msulated friom the common busmess of
Tife—who are cither m advance of mankind o1 apart fiom

“1t—there often comes a sensation of moral cold that
makes the spitt shiver as 1f 1t had 1eached the fiozen
solitudes around the pole. What the prophet, the poet,
the reformer, the criminal, or any other man with human
yearngs, but separated fiom the multitude by a peculiar
lot, might fecl, poor Owen Wailand felt

© “Anme,” cuied he, growing pale as death at the thought,
“how gladly would I tell you the seciet of my pusut!
You, methmks, would estimate it 11ghtly. You, I know,
would hear 1t with a 1everence that I must not expect
from the haish, material woild.”

- “Would Inot? to be sue I would!” replied Annie

Hovenden, hghtly laughing  “Come, explain to me

quickly what 1s the meaning of tlus hittle whirligig, so
delicately wrought that 1t might be a plaything for Queen

Mab  See! I will put 1t m motion”

“Hold ! " exclaimed Owen, “hold!” -

Annie had but given the shghtest possihle touch, with
the pont of a needle, to the same minute portion of com-
plicated machinery which has been moie than once men-
tioned, when the artist seized her by the wust with a
force that made her scream aloud. She was affiighted at
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the convulsion of intense 1age and angmsh that wiithed
acioss his features. The next mstant he let his head
sink upon s hands, )

“ (o, Annie,” murmured he, “I have deceived myself,
and must suffer foo 1t. I yearned for sympathy, and
thought, and fancied, and drcamed that you might give
it me ; but you lack the talisman, Annie, that should ad-
mut you mto my secrets. That touch bas undone the
toll of months and the thought of a lifetime! It was
not your fault, Anme ; but you have 1uned me t”

Poor Owen Wailand ! He had indeed erred, yet pai-
donably , for if any human spirit could have sufficiently -
1everenced the processes so sacied in his eyes, 1t must
have been & woman’s Even Anme Hovenden, possibly,
might not have disappointed him had she been enlightened

“by the deep mtelligence of love.

The artist spent the ensummg winter m a way that sat-
isfied any persons who had lutherto retaned a hopeful
oputon of hum that he was, m truth, rrevocably doomed
to mutility as regarded the world, and to an evil destiny
on his own paat  The decease of a relative had put him
m possession of a small mhbentance Thus freed from
the necessity of toil, and having lost the steadfast mfluence’
of o great purpose—great, at least, to him—he abandoned
mself to habits from which 1t might have been supposed
the meie dehicacy of lis orgamzation would have avaifed
to secuie hun  But, when the ethereal portion of a man
of gemus 15 obseured, the earthly part asSumes an mflu-
ence the more uncontrollable, because the character is
now thiown off the balance to which Piovidence had so
meely adjusted 15, and whieh, m coaiser natures, 1s ad-
Justed by some .other method Owen Wailand made
proof of whatover show of bliss may Le found n 110t
He looked at the woild through the zolden medium of
wme, and contemplated the visions that bubble up so
galy around the brim of the glass, and that people the
air with shapes of pleasant madness, which so soon grow
ghostly and foilorn Lven when this dismal and inewif-
able change had taken place, the young man might still
have continued to quaff tho cup of enchantments, though
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its vapom did bat <hiond life m gloom and fill the gloom
with specties that wmoched at him.  There was a certam
irksomeuess of spirit, which, bemg real, and the deepest
senvation of which the artist wag now conscious, was mote
mtolerable than any fantastic misciies and horrors that
the abuse of wine could summon up. In the Iatter case
he could 1emember, even out of the mudst of his trouble,
that all was but a delusion ; 1n the formez, the heavy an-
guish was Ius actual life.

Trom this peulous state he wag redeemed by an in-
cident which more than one peroon witnessed, but of
which the shrewdest could not explam or conjectuie the
operation on Owen Warlands mind It was very simple
On a warm afternoon of spring, as the aitist sat among
his riotous companions with a glass of wine before him, a
splendid butterfly flew 1n at the open window and fluttered
about his head

“Ah,” exclaimed Owen, who had diank freely, “me
you alive agan, child of the sun and plnymate of the sum-
mer breeze, after your dismal winter’s nap? Then it 15
time for me to be at work t”

And, leaving s unemptied glass upon the table, he
depairted, and was never known to sip another diop of
wine -

And now, agnin he i1esumed his wanderingd in the
woods and fields It might be fancied that the bright
butterfly, which had come so spurit-like mto the window
as Owen sat with the rude 1evellers, was ndeed a spiit
commuissioned to 1ecall him to the pure, :deal hfe that
had so ctherealized him among men It mught be fancicd
that he went forth to seek this spimit in its sunny haunts,
for stall, as m the summer time gone by. he was seen to
steal gently up wheiever a butterfly had alighted, and
lose himself 1n contemplation of it  When 1t took flight
his eyes followed the winged vision, as if 1ts any tiack
would show the path to heaven. But what could be the
purpose of the unscasonable toil, which was agamn 1esumed,
as the watchman knew by the Tines of lamphght thlourrh
the crevices of Owen Warland’s shutters? The towns-
people had one compiehensive explanation of all these
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singulatities. Owen Wailand had gone mad ! How umi-
vorsally efficacious—how satisfactory, too, and soothing
to the 1njured sensibihity of nairowness and dulness—is
this easy method of accounting for whatever lies beyond
the world’s most ordinary scope! Tiom St Paul’s days
down to owr poor little Artist of the Beautiful, the same
talisman had been apphed to the elucidation of all mys-
teries i the words or deeds of men who spoke o1 acted
too wisely o too well In Owen Warland’s case the
judgment of his townspeople may have been coilect
Perhaps he was mad  The lack of sympathy—that con-
tiast between himself and his nexghbours which took away
the 1estrant of example—iwas enough to make him so
Or possibly he had caught just s» much of ethereal rad-
1ance as served to bewilder hir A an eaithly sense, by
its mtermxture with the common dayhght

One evening, when the aitist had returned fiom a cus-
tomary 1amble and had just thhown the lustre of his lamp
on the delicate piece of work so often interrupted, but
still taken up agamn, as if lus fate were embodied m 1ts
mechamsm, he was smiprised by the entrance of old Peter
Hovenden. Owen never met this man without a shrink-
g of the heart, Of all the world he was most teirible,
by 1eason of a keen understanding which saw so distinctly
what 1t did sce, and disbelieved so uncompromisingly m
what 1t could notsee. On this occasion the old watch-
maker had merely a gracious word or two to say

“Owen, my lad,” smid he, “we must sece you at my
house to-moriow night”

The artist began to mutter some excuse

“ 0, but it must be so,” quoth Peter Hovenden, ¢ for
the sake of the days when you were one of the houschold.
What, my boy ! don’t you know that my daughter Annie
15 engaged to Robeit Danforth? We are making an en-
tertamment, m our humble way, to celebrate the event.”

“Ah!” smd Gwen

That httle monosyllable was all he uttered . its tone
sectued cold and unconcerned to an ear Iike Peter Hoven-
den’s, and yet there was mt the stifled outery of the
poor arhist’s heart, which he compressed within hum hike
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makes human existence appear too absmd and contra-
- dietory to be the sceae of one other hope o1 one other fear.
There was nothing left for Owen Warland but to si1t down
Iike & man that had been stunned

Ic went thiough a fit of illness After Ins recovery
his small and slender fiame assumed an obtuser garni-
ture of flesh than 1t had ever before worn. His thin
cheeks became 1ound ; lus dehicate little hand, so spirit-
ually fashioned to aclieve fary taskwork, grew plumper
than the hand of a thiiving wfant. s aspect had a
childishness’ such as mught have mduced a stranger to
pat hum on the head—pausmg, however, in the act, to
wonder what manner of child was here It was asif the
spitit had-gone out of him, leaving the body to flourish
m a sorb of vegetable existence Not that Owen Warland
was 1diotic,  He could talk, and not mationally  Some-
what of a babbler, indeed, did people begin to think um,
for he was apt to discourse at wearisome length of mar-
vels of mechanism that he had read about 1n books, but
which he had learned to consider as absolutely fabulous
Among them he enumerated the Man of Brass, con-
stiucted by Albertus Magnus, and the Biazen Head of
Frar Bacon, and, commg down to later times, the
nutomata of a little coach and hoises, which it was pre-
tended had been manufactuied for the Dauphin of
TFiance, together with an msect that buzzed ahout the
emr like o Inmg fly, and yet was buf a contrivance of
mmnute steel springs  Theie was a story, too, of a duck
that waddled, and quacked, and ate, though, had any
honest citizen pwmehased 1t for dmner, he would have
found himself cheated with the meie mechanical appari-
tion of a duck

“ But all these accounts,” smd Owen Wailand, “I am
now sitisfied are mere mmpositions ”

Then, in a mysterions’ way, he would confess that he
once thought differently. Tn Ius 1dle and dieamy days
he had considered it possible, m a certain sense, to
spirttualize machinety, and to combine with the new
spectes of hife and motion thus produced a beauty that
should attam to the ydeal which Natwme has proposed to

D2
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herself m all her ereatuies, but has never taken pains (o
realize Ife seemed, however,-to 1etam no very distmet
perception either of the process of achieving this object
or of the de~ign 1tself.

“T have thiown 1t all aside now,” he would say. “It
was a diecam such as young men aie always mystifying
themselves with, Now that I have acqmred a little
common sense, 1t makes me laugh to think of it ”

Poor, poor, and fallen Owen Warland! These wete
the symptoms that he bad ceased to be an mhabitant of
the better sphere that hes unseen around us He had
lost Ins faith n the mwvisible, and now prided himeelf, as
such unfortunates imvaiably do, m the wisdomn which 1e-
jected much that even his eye could see, and trusted
confidently m nothing but what Ins hand could touch.
This is the calanuty of men whose spuitual part dies out
of them and leaves the grosser undeistanding to assinmlate
them more and moie to the things of which alone 1t can
take cogmizance, but m Owen Waland the spint was
not dead nor passed away , it only slept

How 1t awoke agam 1s not 1ecorded. Perhaps the
toipid slumber was bioken by a convulsive pamm  Per-
haps, as m a foimer 1mstance, the butterfly came and
hovered about his head and remspned him-—as mdeed
this creatme of the sunshine had always a mystetious
migsion for the- mtist—iemspned lum with the foimer
puipose of his ife  Whether 1t were pain o1 happmess
that thnilled thiough lus vemns, lns fmst mmpulse was to
thank Heaven for rendeimg hun agam the bemng of
thought, mmagmation, and keenest sensibility that he bad
long ceased to be -

“ Now for my task,” smid he. “Never did I feel such
stiength for 1t as now ”

Yet, stiong as he felt himself, he was imcited to toil
the more diligenty by an anxiety lest death should swm-
puse him in the mudst of bus labours, This anxiety,
perhaps, 1s common to all men who set then hemts upon
any thmg so high, m ther own wview of 1t, that lfe
becomes of 1mportanee only as conditional to its accom-
plishment, So long as we love hfe for itself, we seldom



© THE ARTIST OF THE BEAUTIIFUL 419

diead the losing of it When we deswre life for the
attamnment of an object, we 16cogmize the frailty of its
textme, But, side by side with this sense of msecurity,
“theie 15 a vital farth 1 our mvulnerability to the shaft of
death while engaged m any task that seems assigned by
Providence as our proper thing to do, and which the
woild would have cause to mown for should we leave 1t
unaccomphished  Can the philosophel, lig with the -
spiration of an iden that 1s to 1eform mankind, believe
that he 1s to be beckoned from this sensible existence at
the very mnstant when he 1s mustermg his bieath to
speak the word of ight? Should he perish so, the weary
ages may pass away—the woild’s whole hfe sand may
fall, diop by diop—before another intellect 1s prepared
to develop the tinth that might have been uttered then
But history affords many an example wheie the most
precious spiit, at any particular epoch manifested m
human shape, has gone hence untimely, without space
allowed him, so far as moital yudgment could discern, to
perform his mission on the eaith. The prophet dies, and
the man of toxpid heart and sluggish biam lives on  The
poet leaves his song half sung, o1 fimishes 1t beyond the
scope of mortal ears, m a eelestial chon. The pamnter—
as Allston did—leaves half his econception on the canvas
to sadden us with its impeifect beauty, and goes to
picture forth the whole, 1f 1t be no meverence to say so,
m the hues of heaven But rather such mcomplete de
signs of this hife will be’ perfected nowheie This so
fiequent abortion of man’s dearest pLojects must be taken
as o proof that the deeds of earth, however etherealized
by piety or gemus, are without value, except as exercises
and manifestations of the spnit  In heaven, all oidinary
thought 18 Ingher and more melodious than Milton’s
song  Then, would he add another veise to any strain -
that he had left unfinished here %

But to 1eturn to Owen Wailand -Tt was us fortune, ~
good or 1ll, to achieve the purpose of his Iife. Pass we
over a long space of mtense thouzht, yearning cffort,
minute toil, and wasting anxicty, succeeded by an mstant
of solitary tuiumph  let all this be imagined, and then
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drcad the losing of 1t When we desne life for the
attamment of an object, we 1ecogmze the frailty of its
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death while engaged m any task that seems assigned by
Providence as owr proper thmng to do, and which the
woild would have cause to mourn for should we leave 1t
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human shape, has gone hence untimely, without space
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perform his mission on the eatth  The prophet dies, and
the man of torpid heart and sluggish biamn lives on The
poet leaves his song half sung, or finishes it beyond the
scope of moital ems, m a celestial chon  The pamnter—
as Allston did—Ileaves half his conception on the canvas
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pictmre forth the whole, 1f 1t be no mneveience to say so,
m the hues of heaven But i1ather such incomplete de
signs of this hife will be peifected nowhere This so
ficquent aboition of man’s deaiest projects must be taken
ag a proof that the deeds of earth, however etheirealized
by piety or gentus, are without value, except as exeicises
and mamfestations of the spuit. In heaven, all ondmary
thought 15 Ingher and moie melodious than Milton’s
song  Then, would he add another veise to any stran
that he had left unfinished hete?
* Dut to 1eturn to Owen Warland -1t was his fortune, ~
good or 1ll, to achieve the purpose of his hfe. Pass we
over a long space of ntense thought, yearning effoit,
minute toil, and wastmg anxiety, succeeded by an wstant
of solitary ttiumph  let all this be imagmed ; and then
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behold the aitist, on a wmter evemng, seelung admittanes
to Robert Danforth’s fireside circle. There he found the
man of non, with his massive substance, thoroughly
waimed and attempeired by domestic nfluences. And
there was Anmie, too, now tiansformed into a matron,
with much of her husband’s plam and sturdy nature, but
mmbued, as Owen Warland still believed,  with a finer
grace, that might enable her to be the mterpreter be-
tween stiength and beauty. It happened, likewise, that
old Peter Hovenden was a guest this evening at his
daughter’s fiveside ; and 1t was his well-remembered ex-
presston of keen, cold ciiticism that first encountered the
artist’s glance

“My old friend Owen!” ciled Robert Danforth,
starting up, and compressing the artist’s delicate fingers
within a hand that was accustomed to grip bars of non.
“This 13 kind and neighbomly to come to us at last I
was afiaid your perpetual motion had bewitched you out
of the 1emembiance of old times ”

“We are glad to see you,” said Anmie, while a blush -
reddened her matronly cheek. “It was not like a fiiend
to stay fiom us so long ”

“Well, Owen,” mnquired the old watchmaker, as his
first greeting, ““how comes on the beautiful ? Have you
created 1t af last1”

The artist did not 1mmediately reply, bemg started by
the apparition of a young child of strength that was
tumbling about on the carpet—a little personage who
had come mysteriously out of the infinite, but with some-
thing so sturdy and 1eal in his composition that he seemed
moulded out of the densest substance which earth could
supply This hopeful mfant ciawled towards the neav
comer, and sctting hmmself on end, as Robeit Danforth
expressed the postuie, stared at Owen with a look of such
sagacious observation that the mother could not help
exchangmg a proud glance with her husband. But the
artist was distuibed by the child’s look, as imagmmg a
f;césemblance between 1t and Peter Hovenden’s habitual
Jression He could bave fancied that the old watch-

Stor was compiessed into this baby shape, and looking
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yut of those baby oyes, and repeating, as he now did, the
nalictous question— )

“The beautiful, Owen ! How comes on the beautiful?
Have you succeeded in creating the beautiful 4”

“I have succeeded,” 1cphied the mtist, with a mo-
mentary hight of trimnph m his eyes and a smile of
sunshine, yet stecped m such depth of thought that it
was almost sadness  “Yes, my fiiends, 1t 15 the tiuth,
I have succeeded ”

“Indeed !” cried Annie, a look of maiden muthfulnesy
peeping out of hei face agam  *‘And 18 1t lawful, now,
to mqune what the seciet 1817

“Suiely, 1t 18 to disclose 1t that I have come,” an-
swered Owen Wailand  * You shall know, and see, and
touch, and possess the seciet! For Anme—if by that-
name I may still address the friend of my boyish yeais—
Annie, 1t 18 for your buidal gift that I have wrought this,
spiitualized mechanism, this haimony of motion, this
mystery of beauty It comes late mdeed; but 1t 15 as
we go onward m life, when objects begin to lose thewr
freshness of hue and our souls therr delicacy of perception,
that the spuit of beauty is most needed If—foigive me,
Annie—if you know how to value this gift, 1t can nevei
come too late.”

He produced, as he spoke, what seemed a jewel box.
It was carved richly out of ebony by hus own hand, and
mlaid with a faneiful tiacery of pearl, representing a
boy m pursuit of a butteifly, which, elsewbere, had be-
come a winged spuit, and was flyimng heavenward , while
the boy, o1 youth, had found such efficacy in lus stiong
desne that he ascended fiom earth to cloud, and fiom
cloud to celestial atmosphere, to win the beautiful Thig
case of ebony the aitist opened, and bade Annie place
her finget on 1its edge. She did so, but almost screamed
as a butterfly fluttered forth, and, alighting on hei
finger’s tip, sat waving the ample magnificence of its
puiple and gold-speckled wings, as if m pielude to a
flight Tt 18 impossible to expiess by words the glory,
the splendom, the dehcate goigeousness which were
softened into the beauty of this object Nature’s ideal



412 " JMOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE

butterfly was here 1ealized m all 1ts perfection ; not in
the pattern of such faded insects as flit among earthly
flowers, but of those which hover across the meads of
paradise for cluld-angels and the spnits of depaited
mfants to disport themselves with  The rich down was
visible upon its wings, the lustre of its cyes seemed
mstinet with spnit.  The firehight glimmeled around
this wondei—the candles gleamned wupon 1t, but 1t
ghistened appaiently by 1ts own radiance, and illuminated
the finger and outstretched hand on which 1t 1ested with
a white gleam hke that of precious stones  In its perfect
beauty, the consideration of size was entunely lost. Had
1ts wings overreached the fiimament, the mind could not
have been more filled o1 satisfied.

“ Beantifull beautiful '” exclumed Aunme, “Is 1t
alive? Isit alive?”

“Alive? To be suie 1t 15,” answered her husband
Do you suppose any 1nortal has skill enough to make a
butterfly, or would put himself to the trouble of making
one, when any child may catch a score of them m a
gsummer’s afternoon? Alve? Certamnly! But this
pretty box 1s undoubtedly of our firend Owen’s manufac-
ture , aud really 1t does him credit.” _

At this moment the butteifly waved its wings anew,
with a motion so absolutely lifelike that Annie was
startled, and even awestricken, for, mn spite of her hus-
band’s opimion, she could not satisfy herself whether 1t
was ndeed a Living creatuie oo a piece of wondious
mechanism,

“Isatalive 2" she repeated, more earnestly thau before,

“ Judge for yomself,” said Owen Warland, who stood
gazing 1m her face with fixed attention

The butterfly now flung itself upon the awr, fluttered
round Anmie’s head, and soared mto a distant 1egion of
the parlous, still making itself perceptible to sight by the
starry gleam i which the motion of 1ts wings enveloped
it.  The infant on the floor followed 1ts course with his
sagaclous little eyes  After flying about the room, 1t 1e-
tmined m a spital cmve and settled agam on Annie’s
finger.
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“But s it alive?” exclumed she agan, and the fin-
ger on which the goigeous mystery had ahighted, was so
tremulons that the butterfly was forced to balance him-
self with bis wings  “Tell me if 1t be alive, or whether
you created 1t.”

“Wheiefore ask who cieated 1t, so 1t be beautiful 37
1oplied Owen Wuland ¢ Alive? Yes, Anmie, 1t may
well be smd to possess life, for 1t has absorbed my own
being nto 1tself, and n the seciet of that butterfly, and
1 its beauty,—which 18 not merely ontward, but deep as
its whole system,—is 1epresented the mtellect, the
imagmation, the sensibility, the soul of an Aitist of the
Beautiful | Yes, I created 18 DBut”—and heie lus
countenance somewhat changed—*“this butterfly 15 not
now to me what 1t was when I beheld 1t afar off in the
daydieams of my youth ”

“Be 1t what it may, 1t 18 a pretty plaything,” smd the
blacksmith, gimning with cluldlike debght, ‘I wonder
whether 1t would cundescend to alight on such a great
clumsy finger ag mme?  Hold 1t hither, Annie ”

Dy the artist’s diection, Annie touched her finger’s tip
to that of her husband | and, after a momentary delay,
the butteifly fluttered from one to the other. It pie-
lnded o second flight by a sinular, yet not piceisely the
same, waviug of wings as m the fiast evpeniment, then,
astending from the blacksmith’s stwart finger, 1t 105¢ 1
o gradually enlmiging carve to the cotling, made one wide
sweep around the 1oom, and 1etmned with an undulating
movement to the point whenee 1t had started.

*Well, that does beat all natme t” cred Robert Dan-
forth, bestowing the heartiest prase that he could find
expression for, and, indeed, had he paused there, a man
of finar words and nicer pereeption could not easily have
sad more.  “That goes beyond me, [ confess,  But what
then? Theie 13 more 1eal use m one downuight blow of
my sledge hammer than m the whole five years’ labour
that om fuiend Owen has wasted on this hutterfly.”

Here the chld elapped his hands and made a geat
habble of mdistinet utter mce, apparently demanding that
the butterfly should be wiven hun for o playthg,
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Owen Wailand, meanwhile, glanced sidelong at Anme,
to discover whether ohe sympithned in her husband’s
wstimate of the comparative value of the beautiful and
the pactieal.  There was, amud all her hindness tovands
himself, anud all the wonder and admiration with which
she contemplated the marvillous work of Ius hands and
carnation of lus tdea, a seciet scorn—-tos scuret, per-
haps, for her own consciousness, und perceptible only to
such mtutive discetnment as that of the artist.  DBut
Owen, in the latter stages of his pursuif, had 1isen out of
the region m which such a discovery might have been
tortme. He knew that the woild, and Anme as the re-
presentative of the woild, whatever prase might be be-
stowed, could never say the fitung word nor feel the
fitting sentiment which should be the perfect recompense
of an aitist who, symbolizing a lofty moral by a material
tiifle,—convertmg what was earthly to spnitual gold,—
had won the beautiful into his handivork Not at this
latest moment was he to learn that the reward of all
high peiforinance must be sought withim 1tself, or sought
m vain  There was, however, a view of the matter which
Annie and her husband, and even Peter Hovenden, might
fully have undeistood, and which would have satisfied
them that the toil of years had here been worthily be-
stowed Owen Wailand imght have told them that this
butterfly, this play thing, this bridal gift of a poor watch-
maker to a blacksinth’s wife, was, in truth, a gem of art*
that a monarch would have puichused with hunours and
abundant wealth, and have treasured it among the jewels
of his kingdom as the most umque and wondious of them
all. But the artist stmled and kept the secret to himself.

¢ % Tather,” said Annie, thinking that a word of praise
from the old watchmaker mught gratify his former ap-
prentice, *do comne and admme this pretty butterfly.”

“Let us see,” said Peter Hovenden, rising from his
chair, with a sneer upon his face that always made
people doubt, as he hmmself did, in everything but a
material existence. ““Here 1s my finger for it to ahght
upon. I shall undeistand it better when once I have
touched it,” -
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But, to the ncireased astomshment of Annie, when the
tip of her father’s finger was pressed agamst that of her
husband, on which the butterfly still 1ested, the insect
drooped 1ts wings and seemed on the pomt of falling to
the floor Even the bught spots of gold upon 1ts wings
and body, unless her eyes decerved her, giew dim, and
the glowing puple took a dusky hue, and the stany
lustie that gleamed around the blacksouth’s hand became
famnt and vanished

“Tt1s dywg ! 1t 1s dymg!” ciied Anne, n alarm -

“It has been dehcately wrought,” said the- artist,
calmly  “As I told you, 1t has imbibed a spnitual
essence—call 1t magnetism, or what you will  In an at-
mosphere of doubt and niockery its exquisite suscepti-
_bility suffers torture, as does the soul of him who m-

stilled his own life into it. It has alieady lost 1ts beauty;
in a few moments more 1ts mechanism would be miepar-
ably mjured ”

“Take away your hand, father!” entreated Anmnie,
twinmg pale  “Here 15 my chuld ; let 1t 1est on his
mnocent hand There, pethaps, its life will 1ovive and
its colouts grow buighter than ever ”

Her father, with an acrnid smile, withdrew his finge:
The butteifly then appeaied to i1ccover the power of
voluntary motion, while 1ts hues assumed much of theiwr
origmal lustre, and the gleam of stailight, which was 1ts
most etheireal attiibute, agnin foamed a halo 10und about
1t At first, when transfennied fiom Robeit Danfoith’s
hand to the small finger of the child, tius 1adiance grew
so powerful that it positively thew the little fellow’s
shadow back aganst the wall,  He, meanwhile, extended
his plurap hand as he had seen his father and wnother do,
and watched the waving of the mnsect’s wings, with m-
fantme debght. Neveirtheless, theie was a certam odd
“expression of sagacity that made Owen Warland feel as if
here weie old Peter Hovenden, paitually, and but pai-
tially,1edeemed from hishard seepticism mto childish faith

“How wise the lhittle monkey Jooks!” whispered
Robert Dauforth to his wife.

“I never saw such a look on a child’s face,” answered
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Annie, admuimg her own mfant, and with good 1eason
far more than the atistic butterfly,  “The dmling
kuows more of the mystery than we do”

As 1if the butterfly, hike thoe artist, were conscious of
something not entiely congenial 1n the child’s natuie, 1t
altematoly sparkled and grew dim At length 1t aiose
fiom the small hand of the mfant with an any motion
that seemed to bear 1t upward without an effort, as i1f the
ethereal mstinets with which its master’s spimit had en-
dowed 1t mmpelled this fair vision mvoluntauily to a
higher sphere  IIad there been no obstruction, 15 might
have soated mto the sky and grown mnmortal Bub s
lustie gleamed upon the ceiling, the exquusite texture of
its wings brushed agamst tbqt earthly medium , and a
sparkle o1 two, as of s.zudust floated downward and lay
chmmering on the caipet Then the butteifly came
ﬂuttexmw down and, mstead of 1etmining to the infant,
was appaently attracted towards the artist’s hand,

“Not so! not so!” murmured Owen Wailand, as if
his handiwork could have understood him  “ Thon hast
gone forth out of thy master’s hemat Thete 18 no 1ctuin
for thee.”

With a waverng movement, and emtting a tremulous
1adiance, the butterfly struggled, as it were, towairds the
mfant, and was about to alight upon lis finger, but,
while 1t still hovered i the any, the little child of
stiength, with his grandsue’s sharp and shiewd expression
m his face, made a snateh at the marvellous insect and
compressed 1t 1 his hand  Anmnie screamed. Old Peter
Hovenden bwist mto a cold and scornful laugh. The
blacksmith, by mam force, unclosed the mfant’s hand,
and found within the palm a small heap of ghttering
fragments, whence the mystery of beauty had fled for-
ever. And as for Owen Wailand, he looked placidly at
what seemed the rumn of us hife’s labour, and which was
yet no1umn, He had caught a far other butterfly than
this  When the artist 10se ugh enough to achieve the
beautiful, the symbol by which he made 1t perceptible to
mortal senses became of little value 1n his eyes while hig
spitt possessed 1itself m the enjoyment of the reality.



A VIRTUOSO'S COLLECTION

Tao other day, having a leisine hour at my disposal,
I stepped mto a new museum, to which my notice was
casually diawn by a small and unobtiusive sign  “To
BE SCEN HERE, A VIRTU0s0’s ConnEcTiON.” Such was the

. simple yet not altogether unpromising announcement
that twined my steps aside for a httle while fiom the
sunny sidewalk of our prncipal thoroughfare  Mounting
a'sombie stancase, 1 pushed open a door at its summt,
and found myself m the presence of a petson, who
mentioned the moderate sum that would entitle me to
admittance

“Thice shillings, Massachusetts teno1,” saidhe ¢ No,
I mean half a dollar, as you 1eckon 1n these days”

While seaiching my pocket for the com, I glanced at
the dooikeeper, the maiked chaiacter and mdividuality
of whose aspect encouraged me to expect something not
quite m the odinmiy way., He wore an old-fashioned
cieatcoat, much faded, within which lis meagie person
was 8o completoly enveloped that the 1est of his attue
was undistingwmishable  Dut his visage was remarkably
wind-flushed, sunbuint, and weather-woin, and had a most
unquiet, nervous, and appichensive expession Tt
scemed as 1f this man bad some allimportant object in
view, some point of deepest imnterest to be decided, some
momentous question to ask, might he but hope for a
1eply.  As it was evident, however, that I could have no-
thing to do with hus puvate affairs, I passed thiough an
open doorway, which admitted me into the extensive hall
of the museum

Duectly m fiont of the portal was the bionze statue of
a youth with wmged feet He was 1epresented 1n the
act of flittmg away from earth, yet ware such a look of

5
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ennest invitation that 1t 1mpressed me like a summons
to enter the hall

Tt is the onginal statue of Opportumty, by the ancient
sculptor, Lysippusg,” said a gentleman who now approached
re. ‘I place 1t at the entrance of my muscum, becauso
1t is not at all times that one can gain admittance to such
a collection ”

The speaker was a mnddle aged peirson, of whom 1t was
not easy to determine w hether he had spent his hife as a
scholar or as a man of action, m truth, all outward and
obvious peculiaiities had been worn away by an extensive
and promiscuous ntercoutse with the world. There was
no mark about him of profession, individual habits, or
scarcely of country , although his daik complexion and
high featuies made me con_]ectule that he was a nafive of
some southern clime of Emope At all events, he was
evidently the vntuoso in person

“With your permussion,” said he, “as we have no
descriptive catalogue, I will accompany you thiough the
museum, and pownt out whatever may be most worthy of
attention In the fitst place, here 1s a choice collection of
stuffed animals.”

Nearest the door stood the outward semblance of a wolf,
exquisitely prepared, 1t 15 true, and showing a very wolfish
fierceness 1n the large glass eyes which were inseirted into
its wild and crafty head  Still, 1t was meiely the skin of
a wolf, with nothing to distinguish 1t from other mdividuals
of that unlovely breed.

“ How does tlus animal deseive a place mn your collec-
tion 1” inquired I.

“It 1s the wolf that devomed Little Red Riding
Hood,” answered the vntuoso, “and Dby lus side—
with a milder and more matronly look, as you per-
ceive—stands the shi-wolf that snckled Romulus and
Remus”

¢ Ah, mndeed ' ” exclaimed I. ¢ And what lovely lamb
is thig with the snow-white flecce, which seems to be of as
delicate a texture as mnocence 1tself §”

“ Methinks you have but caielessly 1ead Spenser,” 1e-
plied my guide, “or you would ot once recogmise the

»
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¢ milk-white lamb? which Una led. DBut I set no great
value upon the lamb  The next specimen 1> better worth
our notice ”

“\What! ’ cried T, *¢ this stiange ammal, with the black
head of an ox upon the body of a white horse? Weie 1t
possible to suppose 1t, I should say that this was Alex-
ander’s steed, Bucephalus ”

“The same,” said the vntuoso  “And can you like-
wise give a name to the famous eharger that stands beside
him 27

Nest to the 1enowned Bucephaluz stood the mere skele-
ton of a horse, with the white bones peeping thiough his
ll-conditioned hide; but, if my hemt bad not warmed
towards that pitiful anatomy, I mmght as well have
quitted the museum at once  Its 1auties had not been
collected with pain and toil friom the four quaiters of the
earth, and from the depths of the sea, and fiom the
palaces and sepulchies of ages, for those who could nus-
take this illustrious steed.

“It is Rosmante '” evcluimed I, with enthusiasm

And so 1t proved. My admneation for the noble and
gallant horse caused me to glance with less imnterest at the
other ammals, although many of them mught have
deserved the notice of Cuvier himself There was the
donkey which Peter Bell cudgelled so soundly, and a
brother of the same species who had sufiered a simlar
infliction fiom the ancient prophet Balaam., Some
doubts were entertained, however, as to the authenticity
of the latter beast Ay gmide pomnted out the venerable

Argus, that faithful dog of Ulysses, and also another dog
(for so the skin bespoke 1t), which, though mmperfectly
prescived, seemed once to have had thiee heads It was
Cerbeius I was considerably amused at detecting 1n an
obscuie corner the fox that became so famous by the loss
of us tail  There weie several stuffed cats, which, as a
dear lover of that comfortable beast, attiacted my affec-
tionate 1egauds  One was Dr. Johnson's cat, Hodge , and
mn the same row stood the favourite cats of Mahomet,
Gray, and Walter Scott, together with Puss in Boots, and
a cat of very noble aspect who had ouce been a deity of
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ancient Egypt  DByron’s tame bear came next I mast
“not forget to mention the Fiymanthean boai, the skin of
St George’s diagon, and that of the serpent Python ; and
another skin with beautifully-vaitegated huey, supposed to
have been the garment of the “spirited sly snake” which
tempted Eve. Agamst the walls were suspended the
hoins of the stag that Shakespeate shot; and on the floox
lay the pondeious shell of the tortoise which fell upon the
head of [Eschylus In one 0w, as natmal as hfe, stood
the sacied bull, Aps, the “cow with the ctumpled hoin,”
and a very wild-looking young heifer, which I guessed to
be the cow that jumped over the moon  She was probably
killed by the 1apidity of her descent  As I tuined uway,
my eyes fell upon an indesciibable monster, which proved
to be a gnffin -

# 1 look m van,” observed I, ¢ for the skin of an animal
which mmght well deserve the closest study of a natwabst
—the winged horse, Pegasus.”

““He 18 not yet dead,” replied the viituoso, “but he
18 so bard 1idden by many young gentlemen of the day
that I hope soon to add s sk and skeleton to my
collection.”

We now passed to the next alecove of the ball, mn which
was a multitude of stuffed birds  They were very prettily
arntanged, some upon the branches of tices, others brood-
mg upon nests, and others suspended by wnes so artificr- .
ally that they seemed m the very act of fhight Awmong
them was a wlite dove, with a withered branch of olive
leaves m her mouth.

“Can this be the very dove,” inquned I, * that brought
the message of pence and hope to the tempest-beaten
passengers of the mk 1”

“ Even 50,” sail my companion.

“ And this 1aven, I suppose,” continued I, 15 the same
that fed Elyjah 1 the wildeiness ”

“The raven? No,” said the vittuoso, ““1t 1s a bud of
modern date. He belonged to one Barnaby Rudge, and
many people fancied that the devil himself was disguised
under his sable plumage But poor Giip has diawn his
last cork, and has been forced to ‘say die’ at last This
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other 1aven, hardly less curtous, 1s that m which the soul
of King George'T 1evisited hus lady love, the Duchess of
Kendall ” -

My guide nest pomted out Mmerva’s owl and the
vultuie that preyed upon the liver of Promethens Theie
was likewise the sacied 1bis of Egypt, and one of the
Stymphahides which Heicules shot m his sith labour
Shelley’s skylmk, Bryant’s water fowl, and-a pigeon fiom -
the belfry of the Old South Chwich. preseived by N P.
Wilhs, wete placed on the same peich -I could not
but shudder on beholding Coleridge’s albatioss, transfixed
with the Ancient Maiiner’s crossbow shaft Beside this
bird of awful poesy stood a grey govse of very ordinary
aspect '

“Stuffed goose 18 no such r1a1ity,” observed I “ Why
do you preserve such a specimen 1n your museum ¥

¢ Tt 18 one of the flock whose eackling saved the Roman
Capitol,” aunswered the virtuoso “DMauy geese have
cackled and hissed both before and since, but none, Iike
those, have clamoured themselves mto mmmortality »

There seemed to be little else that demanded notice
m this depaitment of the museum, unless we except
Robmson Ciusoe’s parrot, a live pheenix, a footless bnd
of paiadise, and o splendid peacock, supposed to be the
same that once contammed the soul of Pythagoias 1
therefore passed to the nest alcove, the shelves of
which weie coveled with a miscellaneous collection of
cuosities such as are usually found m similar establish-
ments  One of the fiist things that took my eye was a
stiange-looking cap, woven of some substance that ap-
peared to be neither woollen, cotton, nor linen.

‘Is this 2 magieian’s cap ¥” I asked

“No,” 1ephed the virtuoso, “it1s meirely Dr, Frank-
lm’s cap of asbestos But here 13 one which, perhaps,
may suit you better. Itis the wishing cap of Foitunatus
Will you tay 1t on 2™

* By no means,” answeied I, putting it aside with my
hand. *“The day of wild wishes 1s past with me I

desite nothig that may not come m the ordinary course
of Providence.”
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“Then pirobably,” 1etuined the vntuoso, “you will
not be tempted to 1ub this lamp?”

While speaking, he took fiom the shelf an antique
brass lamp, curiously wiought with embossed figuies,
but so covered with veirdigiis that the sculptuie was
almost eaten away.

“Tt 1s a thousand years,” said he, “since the genius
of thig lamp -constiucted Aladdm’s palace in a smgle
night. But he still 1etains his power , and the man who
rubs Aladdin’s lamp has but to desue either a palace ora
cottage ” ’

“J might desire a cottage,” 1ephed I, “but I would
have 1t founded on sure and stable tiuth, not on dreams
and fantasies I have learaed to look for the real and
the true.”

My guwide next showed me Prospero’s magic wand,
broken mto three fiagments by the hand of its mighty
master  On the same shelf lay the gold 11ng of ancient
Gyges, which enabled the weaier to walk mvisible,
On the other side of the alcove was a tall looking-glass
m a frame of ebony, but veiled with a emtamn of purple
silk, thiough the 1ents of which the gleam of the mior
was peirceptible.

-“Thig 13 Cornehus Aguippa’s magic glass,” observed
- the virtuoso  “Diaw aside the cuitamn, and picture any
human form within your mind, and 1t will be 1eflected 1n
the minor.”

“It 18 enough 1f I can pictwme 1t within my mmnd,”
answered I. ¢ Why should I wish 1t to be 1epeated 1n
the mmor? But, indeed, these woiks of magic have
grown wearisome to me. Theie aie 50 many greater
wonders mn the woild, to those who keep their eyes open
and thewr sight undimmed by custom, that all the delu-
sions of the old soicerers seem flat and stale Unless
you can show me something 1eally cwiious, I care not to
look farther into yow museum ”

“Ah, well, then,” sud the vntuoso, composedly,
“ perhaps you may deem some of my antiquarian 1arities
deserving of a glance.”

Ile pointed out the 1on mask, now corroded with rust,

-



A VIRTTOS0'S COLLECTION 433

and my heait giew sick at the sight of this dreadful relic,
which had shut out a human being fiom sympathy with
his 1ace Theie was nothing half so ternible m the axe
that beheaded King Charles, nor m the dagger that slew
Hemy of Navarte, nor i the aiiow that pierced the heart
of Willam Rufus—all of which weie shown to-me
Many of the aticles derived their mterest, such as it
wag, fiom having been formerly i the possession of
royalty  For wnstance, here was Chailemagne’s sheepskm
cloak, the flowing wig ot Loms Quatorze, the spmning
wheel of Saidanapalus, and Kmng Stephen’s famous
breeches which cost him but a ctown. The hemt of -the
Bloody Mary, with the word “ Calas” woin mto 1its
diseased substance, was preserved mn a bottle of spuits;
and near 1t lay the golden case in which the queen of
Gustavus Adolphus treaswed up that heiro’s heart ™
Among these 1elies and henlooms of kings T musg not
forget the long, hairy cars of Midas, and o piece of bread
which had been changed to gold by the touch of that
unlucky monaich ~And as Giecian Helen was a queen,
1t may here be mentioned that I was permitted to take
mto my hand a lock of her golden hair and the bowl
which a sculptor modelled fiom the cuive of her peifcet
bieast Heie, likewise, was the iobe that smothered
Agamemnon, Ne10's fiddle, the Czax Peter’s lnandy bottle,
the crown of Semnamus, and Canute’s sceptre which he
extended over the sea  That my own land may not deem
itself neglected, let me add that T was favomed with
a sight of the skull of King Pluhp, the famous Indian
_ chief, whose head the Puiitans smote off and exhibited

upon a pole

‘“Show me something else,” said I to the virtuoso
“Kings mie m such an artificial pesition that people m
the ordinary walks of hife cannot feel an-interest m their
relics  If you could show me the sliaw hat of sweet Little
Nell, I would fax 1athersee 1t than a king’s golden crown,”

“There 1t 15,” said my guide, pomting carelessly with
Ing staff to the straw hat m question. * But, mdeed,

you are hard to please. Here are the seven-leaguc boots
Will you try them on”
E 2
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“Ow modern ralioads bave superseded themr use,”
answered I, “and as to these eowlide boots, I could show
you quite as cuous a pan at the Tianscendental com-
munity 1n Roxbmy ”

We next exammed a collection of swoids and other
weapons, belonging to different epochs, but thiown
together without much attempt at aniangement Heie
was Aithur’s sword Excalibai, and that of the Cid Cam-
peado1, and the sword of Brutus 1usted with Ceesar’s
blood and his own, and the swoid of Joan of Aig, and
that of Horatius, and that with which Vignuus slew his
daughter, and the one which Dionysius suspended over
the head of Damocles. Hete also was Ar’s sword,
which she plunged 1nto her own breast, m oider to taste
of death before her husband The ciooked blade of
Saladin’s scmitar next attiacted my notice. I know not
by what chance, but so 1t happened, that the sword of
one of our own militia genecials was suspended between
Don Quixote’s lance and -the biown blade of Hudibrasg
My heatt thiobbed high at the sight of the helmet of
Miltiades and the spemr that was broken n the hreast of
Epammondas I 1ecognised the shield of Achilles by its
1esemblance to the admuable cast in the possession of
Professor Felton, Nothing in this apaitment mterested
me mote than Major Prteawrn’s pistol, the dischaige of
which, at Lexington, began the war of the 1evolution, and
was reverberated m thunder around the laud for seven
long yeats  The bow of Ulysses, though unstinng
for ages, was placed agmnst the wall, together with a
sheaf of Robin Hood’s airows and the wifle of Daniel
Boone

“ Boough of weapons,” said I, at length , “although I
would gladly have seen the sacred shield which fell fiom
heaven m the time of Numa And swmely you should
obtain the sword which Washington unsheathed at Cam-
budge But the collection does you much credit. Let
us pass on ”

In the next alcove we saw the golden thigh of
Pythagoras, which had so divine a meaning, and, by one
of the queer analogies to which the virtuoso seemed to be
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addicted, this ancient emblem lay on the same shelf
with Peter Stuyvesant’s wooden leg that was fabled to
be of silver. Heie was a 1emnant of the Golden Fleece,
and a spug of yellow leaves that 1esembled the foliage of
a frostbitten elm, but was duly authenticated as a portion
of the golden bianch by which Aineas gamed admittance
to the 1ealm of Pluto Atalanta’s golden apple and one
of the apples of discord were wiapped i the nmapkm of
gold which Rampsmttus biought from Hades, and the
whole weie deposited m the golden vase of Dias, with its
inscription—* To THE WisLsT”

“And how did jou obtain this vase " said I to the
virfuoso -

“Tt was given me long ago,” 1eplied he, with a scornful
expression 1 his eye, ¢ because I had leained to despise
all things.”

It had not escaped me that, though the virtuoso was
evidently a man of lugh cultivation, yet he seemed to lack
sympathy with the spuitual, the sublime, and the tender.
Apart from the whim that had led him to devote so much
tirae, pains, and expense to the collection of this museum,
he mpressed me as one of the haidest and coldest men of
the woirld whom I had ever met

“To despise all things !” 1epeated I ¢ This, at best,
18 the wisdom of the understanding. It 18 the cieed of a
man whose soul, whose better and diviner pait, has never
been awakencd, or has died out of him ”

¢ I did not think that you were still so young,” said
the virtuoso  “ Should you live to my yeas, you will
acknowledge that the vase of Bias was not 11l bestowed ”?

Without fuither discussion of the point, he directed
my attention to other cmiositiess I exammed Cinder-
elli’s hiftle glass shipper and compared 1t with one of
Diana’s sandals, and with Fanny Elssler’s shoe which
bore testimony to the muscular character of her illustrious
foot. On the same shelf were Thomas the Rhymer's
green velvet shoes, and the brazen shoe of Empedocles
wiich was thrown out of Mount Aitna. Anacieon’s
drinking cup was placed 1 apt juataposition with one of
Tom Moore's wine glasses and Circe’s magic bowl. These

.
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were symbols of luxury and 110t , but nem them stood
the cup whence Sociates diank his hemlock, and that
which Sir Philip Sidney put from bis death-parched lips
to bestow the diaught upoun a dymg soldier. Next ap-
peared a cluster of tobacco pipes, consisting of Sir Walter
Raleigh’s, the eailiest on record, Di. Parr’s, Charles
Lamb’s, and the first calumet of peace which was ever
smoked between a Emopean and an Indian. Among
other musical mstiuments, I noticed the lyie of Oiphens
and those of Homer and Sappho, Dr Frankhin’s famous
whistle, the trumpet of Anthony Van Coilear, and the
flute which Goldsmuith played upon i his ramble through
the Fiench provinces. The staff of Peter the Hermit
stood 1n a corner with that of good old Bishop Jewel, and
one of wvory which had belonged to Papirius, the Roman
senafor. The ponderous club of Hercules.was close at
hand. The virtuoso showed me the chisel of Phidias,
Claude’s palette, and the brush of Apelles, obseiving that
he mtended to bestow the former either on Gicenough,
Crawford, o1 Power, and the two latter upon Washington
Allston. There was a small vase of oracular gas fiom
Delphos, which I trust will be submitted to the scientific
analysis of Professor Silhman. I was deeply moved on
beholding a vial of the tears into which Niobe was dis-
solved , nor less »o on learning that a shapeless fragment
of salt was a relic of that vietim of despondency and sm-
ful 1egrets—Lot’s wife. My compamon appeared to
set great-value upon some Egyptian daikness in a black-
ing jug. Several of the shelves were covered by a collec-
tion of coins, among which, however, I remember none
but the Splendid Shilling, celebrated by Phillips, and a
dollar’s worth of the hon money of Lycwigus, weighing
about fifty pounds

Walking carelessly onward, I had neaily fallen o¥er a
huge bundle Iike a pedlar’s pack, done up in sackeloth,
and very secutely stiapped and corded.

“ Tt 1s Christian’s burden of sin,” said the virtuoso

“0, pray let us open 1t!'” cried I.  “For many a year
I have longed to know 1ts contents ”

“Look mto your own consciousness and memory,”
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rephed the viituoso  ** You will theie find a hst of what-
ever it contains ”

As this was an undeniable tiuth I threw a melancholy
look at the burden and passed on A collection of old
garments hanging on pegs was worthy of some attention,
especially the shut of Nessus, Ceesar's mantle, Joseph's
coat of many colows, the Vicar of Diay’s cassock, Gold-
swith’s peach-bloom swit, a pau of Piesident Jefterson’s
scarlet birecches, John Randolph’s 1ed baize hunting sbhut,
the diab smallclothes of the Stout Gentleman, and the
rags of the ¢ man all tattered and toin” George Fov's
hat impressed me with deep 1evetence as a relic of perhaps
the tiuest apostle that has appeared on eaith for these
cighteen hundied yems Ay eye was next attiacted by
an old pawr of sheais which I should have taken for a
memotrial of somo famous tailor, only that the vutuoso
pledged s veracity that they weie the identical seissors of
Atiopos  He also showed me a broken how-glass which
had been thiown aside by Father Tine, together with the
old gentleman’s giey forelock, tastefully hraided mto a
bLrooch In the hour-glass was the handful of sand, the
goins of which had numbered the years of the Cumean
sibyl I thmk it was m this alcove that I saw the
mkstand which Luther thhew at the devil, and the
1ng which Eesex, while under sentence of death, sent
to Queen Elwabeth And heie was the blood-encirusted
pen of steel with which Taust signed away Ius
salvation -

The vutuoso” now opened the door of a closet and
showed me o lamp buining, while thiee others stood un-
lighted by its sidde  One of the thiee was the lamp of
Diogenes, another that of Guy Fawkes, and the third,

- that which Heio set forth to the midnight bieceze 1n the
high tower of Abydos

“See!” said the vntuoso, blowmg with all his force
at the highted lamp

The flame q'uvered and shiank away fiom his breath,

but clung to the wick and 1esumed 1ts bulliancy as soon
as the blast was exhausted

“1t 18 an undyng lamp fiom the tomb of Chailemagne,”



133 MUs3lo Fai'i S 0LD MAN-E

obiserved pry guide,  *Uhat faae was hnnlod o thowsand
years ago,”

b Huw odiculons to hindle an wenat.rsl lghe o
tombs 17 exelaimed L ¢ We shoubld -0 0 to Lohld the
dead m the hebt of heasvens But whiat is th weanng of
thes chafing dish of Josiug codds £

Shhaty” ansead the virtuoo, *ag the el fire
which Prom: theus stole from heavan, ook wheadiastdy
mto 1t, and you will dieern nuathor cga-at e

[ gored mto tha fie—ohich, sybolic dly, was the
origm of all thut was bryght and gloreus 1 the soul of
mun—and in the midst of 1, belioll, a Iitle sepnde,
sporung with evident cujoyiment of the fexvid haat! It
was a salamander.

$3What o saenlege ' ered I, with mepreesible dis-
gust. “Cau you fud no hetter us. for chs cthereal fire
than to chuish a losthwme reptile m it Yot there are
men who ubuse the sacted tre of their own souls to as
foul and gwlty o pmpo-e”

The virtuoso made no ansner evecpt by o dry Jaugh
and an assurwuen that the salamander was the vory same
vhich Benvenuato Cellinn had < ecn in hus futhers honschold
fire. e then proeceded to show me other ramties; for
this eloset appreated to be the receptacte of what he con-
sudered most valuable in his collection,

“#There,” sard he, i3 the Great Carbuncle of the White
Mountamns”

I gased with no httle intciost at this mighty gem,
which 1t had been oue of the wild projeets of my youth
to diseuser  Possibly 10 mught Lave lovked boghiter to
mie m those days than now , at all events, it bl not such
bullianey as to detrun e long fiown the other urbicles of
the mu~ewn.  The vutuo o pointed out to me & crystal-
lie stone which hung by o gold chain avamst the wall

“That is the philosophcr’s stone,” suid be

“And have you the elnar vit windh generally accom-
pantes 1t 3” inquired I

“Even s0; this win 18 filled with 1t,” he rephed  # A
draught would refiesh you Here 15 Hebe's cup; will
you quaff a health from it1”

~
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My heart thnlled within me at the wea of such a 1e-
viving draught , for methought I bad gieat need of it
after tiavellng so far on the dusty 10ad of lfe But I
know not whether 1t were a peculiar glance i the virtu-
0s0's eye, o1 the cucumstance that this most precious
hqud was contammed 1 an antique sepulchial win, that
made me pause  Then came many a thonght with which,
in the calmer and better hows of hfe, I bad stiengthened
myself to feel that Death 1s the very fitend whom, m his
due season, even the happiest mortal should be willing to
embiace

“No, I desne not an eaithly immortality,” sud I.
“Weie man to live longer on the eairth, the spuitual
would die out of m. The spark of ethereal fue would
be choked by the mateiial, the sensual  Thete 1s a celes-
tial something within us that 1equnes, after a certan time,
the atmospheie of heaven to preserve 1t from decay and
ram. I will have none of this hquud  You do well to
keep 1t 1 a sepulehial vin; for 1t would produce death
while bestowing the shadow of life ”

“ All this 18 umntelligible to me,” responded my guide,
with indifference ¢ Lafe—earthly hife—is the only good
But you refuse the diaught? Well, 1t 18 not hkely to be
offered twice within one man’s experience  Probably you
have giiefs which you seek to torget i death I can
onable youto forget them mhfe Will you take a draught
of Lethe 1”

As he spoke, the vntuoso took fiom the shelf a crystal-
vase contamning a sable liquor, wlich caunght no 1eflected
unge fiom the objects wound

“ Not for the world '™ esclumed I, shunking back
“ 1 can spare none of my recollections, not even those of
crror oL soriow  They are all alike the food of my spuis
As well never to have hived as to lose them now

Without further pailey we passed to the next alcove,
the shelves of which were burdened with ancient volumes
and with those 10lls of papyrus in which was tieasuied up
the eldest wisdom of the earth  Perhaps the most valu-
able woik w the collection, to a bibliomaniac, was the
BDook of Heimes  For my part, however, T would bLave
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2% Messohs PROAD AL LD N D
asen u higher prae for tho o i of the ~dnls Lo
which e redie o sg puschioesy ol wn bdbe At e
oso mfored me by bwd hoa o€ teund fn the cve oF boe
phonm-. Dounth o thee ol velitmes oot ua propheaios
of the fate of Bome, Loth oo reoocts the drcdowr an b 1l
ot hee tetnpor d o canpire andd the v of Ler plagnsl wue
Not without value, hheas o o o the worn of Lotz
on Natwie, bttt supg osd to be et 3 Toay, and
the mussing teatises of Totggan-, by whieh noodorn et
et mught proft, amd these boohs of Loy D0 owlach te
classte stulent has so Jong sentosud witheat nupa
Among thy e prociones tomes | obryad the oroainal rean-
u-ciipt of the Koren, wad alew that of the Moimon Dikde
m Joe >muth’s authenbio antoiiph Alosamdat’s copy of
the Hhal o s also thue, enelo od 0 the jeoddld easket
of Danus, still tragrant of the puabiuues which the Porun
hept m it

Opening an ron claspud  volume, Lesad in black
leather, 1 discosered it 1o e Cornelits Ayaivpas book
of magie, and it was renduad <t wore mie-bing by
the fiuct that muny Howers, anaent and wmodun, veie
pressed hetween ibs leaves,  Mute was o 1ase fioar Eve’s
bridal bower, and all these 1ted ard winte1oses whichk wae
plucked m the garden of the Taaple by rie pctizans of
Yol md Laneaster. Here was Halech's Wild Hoae of
Alloway.  Cowper had contributed « Sonatne Plant, and
Wordsworth an Eslantmue, and Burns a Mountan Daisy,
aud Kithe White a st of Betldebem, and Lungiellow o
Spuig of Fennel, with st yellow flosers James Russddl
Lowell had gnven a Pressed Flower, bt fiagane sull,
which had been shadowed in the Rlane  Thae was aleo
a spug fiom Southey’s Iolly Tice. One of the most
beautiful speenncus was o Funged Guntian, which had
been plucked and preserved for momortality by Diy e
From Joues Very, a poet whose voice I scucely hend
among us by 1eason of tés deptly, thete was a Wind Flower
and & Columbine,

As T closed Cornelins Aguppa’s magic voluae, an old,
nuldewed letter fell upon the floor It proved to be an
autogiaph fiom the Flymwg Dutchmun to his wife, I
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could Iinger no longer among books, for the ilftemoog
was waning, and there was yet much to see The bare
mention of a few thole curtosities must suffice.  The 1m-
mense skull of Polyphemus was 1ecognizable by the cav-
ernous hollow m the centic of the forehead where once
had blazed the giant’s single eye  The tub of Diogenes,
Medea’s caldion, and Psyche’s vase of beauty weie placed
one within anothtr,  Pandorw’s box, without the lid,
stood next, contaming nothing but the gndle of Venus,
which Lad been cmelessly flung mto 1t A bundle of
burch rods which had been used by Shenstone’s school-
mustress weie tied up with the Countess of Salisbury’s
gaiter, I knew not which to value most, a roc’s egg as
Vig as an ordmary hogshead, or the shell of the egg which
Columbus set upoa 1ts end  Perhaps the most delicate
atticle m the whole museum was Queen Mab’s chariot,
wineh, to gumid 1t fiom the touch of meddlesome fingers,
was placed under a glass tumbler .

Seveal of the shelves were oveupied by specimens of
entomology  Feelmmg but hittle mterest m the science I
noticed only Anacreon’s grasshopper, and a humble bee
which had been presented to the vntuoso by Ralph
Waldo Ewmerson

In the part of the hall which we had now 1eached I
vbserved o cwtain, that descended fiom the cetlng to the
floor m volmninous folds, of a depth, richness, and mag-
_mficence which T had never seen equalled. It was not to
be doubted that this splendid though dak and solemn
yerl concealed o portion of the museum even richer m
wondei» than that thiough which I had aheady passed ;
but, ou my attempting to grasp the edge of the cwtam
aud draw it aside, 16 proved to be an illusive picture -

“You need not blush,” 1emarked the vntuwoso, “for
that same curtam decerved Zeuss Tt is the celebrated
pamtmng of Parrhasius ” )

In a1ange with the cmtam theie were a number of
other choice pictures by mtists of ancient days  Here
was the famous cluster of giapes by Zeuxis, so.admnably
depicted that 1t scemed as 1f the 1pe juice were buisting

—fuuh As to the pictute of the old woman by the same
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Hhstiions pamter, and which was su udaawas that he
hunself dicd wite langhing av oty 1 ocimior sy that ot
particululy moved wy nsitality, Anciont himour seem s
to have bttle power over modun mu-cles.  Hore, alsy,
was the howse puinted by Apclles wlndh hong Lorses
neizhed at, his st porteart o Ao wander the Giear, and
his last unfmished pieture of Venns sslewp  Lach of
these works of art, together wath others by Tarthusius,
Tinanthes, Polyguotus, Apitloderws, Pausias, and Paue
philas, 1equared mere tine and study than T could bestos
tor the adequate percepion of thew ments. Tl there-
fure leave them undeseribed wnd uncriticized, nor attewpt
to settle the question of supaionty between aucient and
modern mt.

For the svme 1eason I shall pass lightly over the speer-
mens of antique sculptme which this mddfanizable and for-
tunate virtuoso had duy out of the dust of fallen empires
Here was Luon's codu statue of _E.calapius, rauch de-
cayed, and Mleon's won statue of Hercnles, lamentably
rusted.  Here was the statue of Victory. wix feet high,
which the Jupiter Olympus of Phiduas had held m bis
hand. Here was o forefinger of the Colossus of Rhodes,
seven feet m length,  ffore was the Vanus Unu of
Phudias, and other nnages of male and femule heauty or
grandeur, wiought by sculptors who appear never to have
debased their souls by thesizht of any meancr forms than
those of gods or godhihe mortals.  But the decp sunphieisy
of these great worhs was not 1o be comprehended by a
mind exeited and disturbed, aa mne was, by the sarious
objects thas had receutly been presented to it I theres
foro tuined away with merely a passing glanee, resolving
on some intuie oceasion to bived over each individual
statue and ptwie until my mmost sputt should feel
their excellence. In this depurvment, aygain, I noticed
the tendency to whimsical combmations and Iudicious
anzalogies which seemed to mtluence many of the arrange-
ments of the musewin  The wooden statue so well known
as the Palladium of Troy was placed in close apposition
with the wooden head of General Jackson, which was stolen
a few years since from the bows of the fugate Cunstetutiun.
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We had now completed the encut of the spacious hall,
aud found owselves agan near ‘the doo Feeling some-
what wearied with the survey of so many novelties and
antiquities, I sat down upon Cowper’s sofa, while the
virtuoso thirew himself caielessly mto Rabelais’ easy-chan.
Casting my eyes upon the opposite wall, I was surpiised
to perceive the shadow of a man flickerng unsteadily
across the wamscot, and looking as 1f 1t were stirred by
some breath of air that found its way thiough the door
or windows No substantial figure was visible fiom which
tins shadow might be thrown , nor, had there been such,
was theie any sunshine that would have caused 1t to
darken upon the wall

Tt 15 Peter Schlemihl’s shadow,” observed the virtuoso,
“and one of the most valuable articles 1n my collection ”

¢ Methinks a shadow would have made a fitting door-
keeper to sueh o museum,” said I “although, indeed,
yonder figme has something strange and fantastic about
him, which suits well enough with many of the impres-
sions which I have 1eceived here  Pray, who is he?”

While speaking, I gazed more scrutmizingly than be-
fore at the antiquated presence of the person who had ad-
mutted me, and who still sat en hus beneh with the same
1cstless aspect, and dim, confused, questioning anxiety
that I had noticed on my fiast entrance. At this moment
he looked eagerly towards us, and, half starting fiom his
seat, addressed me

“I beseech you, kind sn,” said he, m a cracked, melan-
choly tone, “have pity on the most unfortunate man
the woild. For Heaven’s snke, answer me a single ques-
tion! Is this the town of Boston 3”7

“You have recogmzed him now,” said the vituoso
‘1t 15 Peter Rugg, the missing man I chanced to meet
hun the other day still i search of Boston, and conducted
him Inther, and, as he could not succced in finding his
fiiends, T have taken him 1nto my service as doorkeeper
He 1s somewhat too apt to 1amble, hut otherwise a man
of trust and mteguity.”

¢ And might I venture to ask,” contmued T, “to whom
an I mdebted for this aftexnoon’s giatification 9 ”
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Phe vutuewn, before poplsrs last biz hnd wpon an
antigque turt, or javohn, the sy stesd Boad ob oid
seemed to fiwe boon Lluntod, ga 8t el cnconngersd t
restatange of a tangerod <hiedd, or Lieasiplate,

S My mame B not boon s ithour it ds tetion me the
world For o dongor ponod hae that of any othar mon
alive, ' avswered e ¥ Yot wny denbt of my ealstoae e
parhaps you widl do e tfeanurzan, This dary wledh 1
Pold momy basd was e 2o Dovh ong’s wegoi,
ft serse b ho seil foo tie e of foge thasty sud 3oty
bat it fell blunted, a2 yonoed, when be duceted jrodn-t
my breast”

These words were spobon wath the calin and cold conr
tesy of manner that bl choraeterized thes mglar por-
sottage thiou thout vur mierviews 1 fanad, 18 29 tree,
that there wis n bitterness indetnably mangled Vith bis
tone, s of one cut uif frow natmal sympathics and blusted
with a doom that had Leon intheted on no other humw
being, and by the re-ubt= of whiel he had veasid o be
human,  Yet, withil, it ceaned vr e of the wost reruble
consequences of that duom that the viton no longer te-
varded 1t as a cadonnty, but bad bsally aceeptad 1t as the
greatest good that eould have befalfen oo,

“You wre the Wandermy Jow 1" exeluimed 1 -

The yntuoso bowed withoont cmotion of uny kind ; fa,
by centuries of custowy, he had almeat fost the sense of
strangeness b fate, and wag but wperfoetly conseions
of the astorushment ad awe with which-it affceted such
as are eapable of death.

“Your doom s medeed 1 feantul oned™ said I, with wrre-
pressible feehng and o frankness that alterwards startled
me, “yet paliaps the ethereal <pnit i not entirely ex-
tct under ail this contupted or frozen mass of carthly
Life.  Pethaps the immatal spuk may jot be ekmdled
by a bieath of heaven,  Perhapsyoun may yet be panitted
to die before it 13 too Jate to hve eteinally,  Yun bhave
my pmayers for such a consummation  Tazenell?

“Your prayers “will be m vam,” 1eplied he, with o
stuile of cold triumph.  “JMy destiny is hinked with the
reahities of earth.  You e welcome to your visions and
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- gshadows of a futwe state ; but give me what I can see,
and touch, and undeistand, and I ask no more,”

“ Tt 15 mdeed too late,” thought I ¢ 'The soul 1s dead
within him,”

Stiuggling hetween pity and horror I extended my
hand, to which the virtuoso gave his own, still with the
habitual comtesy of a man of the world, but without a
single heart thiob of human biothethood The touch
seemed like 1ce, yet I know not whether moially o1 phy-
sically  As I depaited, he bade me obseive that the
mner door of the hall was constructed with the ivory
leaves of the gateway thiough which Eneas and the Sibyl
had been dismissed from Hades.
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